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THE AUTHOR. 



EKKATA. 

Please add the following at the end of the Proem. 

" My sincerest thanks are due to Mrs. de la Mare 
Norris for taking the photograph of m> self on page II, 
also to Mr. Santry for the caricature on page VI, to Mr. 
Ward-Jackson for his kindness in helping me to bring 
out this book, to Mr. Smith and staff of the Malayan 
Leader Press for their unfailing courtesy and patience in 
attending to my instructions about the publication, to 
Mr. Grist for his kindness in typing the verses from my 
M. S. S. and to many other kind friends for their ready 
assistance." 



Forewords, like speeches, are things that you chiefly bless, when 
once you have got them over, so I shall not write a long preface. 

This book contains songs and pantomimes written in spare moments 
between 1890 and 1920 for the amusement of friends, principally in the 
East, where I have spent thirty-one years (in Ceylon, India and 
Malaya). 

As I am now retiring, some of my friends have asked me to 
publish my efforts to entertain them. 

I can only hope that the critics will deal gently with my verses and 
that this book will help to smooth out the painful creases of worry and 
to bring back smiles and pleasant thoughts in a sad world, full now with 
news of slumps, sacks and strikes. 

Cyril B. Holman-Hunt. 

22nd October, IQ2I. 




MR. C. B. HOLMAN-HUNT 
Caricatured by Denis Santry. 

(Reproduced by courtesy of The Planter.) 
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ERRATA. 

Alterations : — 

Page 11, line 19, the date should be 1889 not 1989. 
Page 12, line 19, delete the last " 1 " of " pooll " 
Page 13, line 1, omit "g" between "locust" and 
" hunters " 

Page 18, after line 14, insert space. 

Page 19, line 36, insert " a " between " H " and " p " 

Page 21, line 8, read "Zoedone" instead of "Zuedone". 



Let those who would our forces clip 
Below our Land's Imperial need, 
Reorganise their statesmanship 
And daylight heed. 

The night shall come, as hath been told, 
When none can work, then who will pay ? 
Let us build firm a sure stronghold, 
While we have day. 

Peace only with commanding might 
Can we compel without a " Nay " 
And quench the fear of flaming night, 
While there is day. 

We'll match our rival's fleet with twain 
And train our nation in the way 
To fire no rifle off in vain, 
While there is day. 

Think of our doom if cunning foes 

Should cross the seas and break our might ; 

Death dooms the authors of our woes, 

But then is night. 

Our fleet must win our foodstuffs through, 

As well as round our Islands fight, 

So keep it at the rate of two 

Lest there be night. 

We care not who shall rule our State, 
To those alone we bar the way 
Who leave their building till too late — 
The close of day. 
Our citizens, when foes descend 
Will learn too late the rifle's sight 
So, to the range and God for bend 
That there be night. 

1904. 



Additional Verse. 

The double-headed eagle soars, 

Intent to win the upper way, 

An air-fleet raise to guard our shores, 

While there is day. 

Too late to build, when foemen swarm 

Above our fleet, — our chiefest might ; 

So wait not for a perfect form 

TiJl there be night. 

1914. 



Songs for Little Med Riding Hood. 
Pantomime. 

Sing a song of Rickshaws 
Out upon a strike ; 
Fortunate the man who owns 
Motor, trap or bike. 
Banishment is threatened to 
All the men who shirk ; 
Is not that a clever way 
To make the Pullers work 

Sing a song of Christmas, 
Presents on a tree 
Fortunate the child who holds 
Tickets two or three ; 
Dollies for the Girlies, 
Soldiers for the boys ; 
Is not that a lovely way 
To give away the toys 

Sing a song of babies, 
Rattles by the score 
Woolly dogs that jump about 
Barking on the floor ; 
Wind it up and make it run 
A great big crocodile ; 
Is not that a funny way 
To make the babies smile ? 



Little Miss Ida 

Sat down on a spider 

Carelessly, as was her way, 

No more that spider 

Can sit down beside her, 

The spider's defunct, so they say. 



I had some little seedlings' 
No bigger than a sloe 
I put them in a nursery 
And there I let them grow. 

I bought a little garden 
And weeded it quite clean 
And now I have some rubber 
As fine as can be seen. 

I called a little banker 
And showed bim all the tote ; 
And now he's gone away to find 
A man who wants to float 

I floated it for thousands 

And that is why I say 

The rubber boom is just the thing 

A clever man to pay. 

1909. 



Badroulbadur. 

Song For The Aladdin Pantomime. 

Badroulbadur, maiden of high degree, 
Sprung from a stock both proud and old, 
How can a pauper aspire to thee ? 
Love the Leveller makes him bold. 

Badroulbadur, princess of regal state, 
Low in position and rank am I. 
How can a pauper become thy mate? 
Love the Leveller bids me try. 



Badroulbadur, fairest of maidens fair, 
Dearest, dare I a token crave, 
A broken bud of the flowers you wear ? 
Love the Leveller, makes me brave. 

Badroulbadur's name as a charm I use 
Graved in a ring, " Badroulbadur" 
Hope in my heart her strength renews, 
Love the Leveller makes me sure. 

1910. 



The Daylight-saving Bill. 

An Act without a penalty, 

A Law without a crime, 

A make-pretence with little sense 

To save us Summer-time. 

We yawned and groaned in ancient days, 

When, not so long ago, 

We heard a knock at six o'clock. 

We wished the clock were slow. 

But now at six we're well awake, 
When seven strokes we hear, 
We rise in haste and fear to waste 
The Summer of the year. 

Yet sometimes it occurs to me 

It is not strictly sane, 

To rise like sheep from rest and sleep, 

This hour of jun to gain. 

Why did we not in ancient days 
Agree without a ruse, 
To save the morn and rise at dawn, 
Ere " one o' clocks" were " twos" ? 

1919. 



Shavian Salads. 

Recife. 

First you take a Shavian Dressing, 
Phrases quaint with repartee, 
Types of people too distressing 
To the likes of you and me, 
To a Rector's jealous folly 
Add a wife who seems to thaw 
To a noodle melancholy; 
Heres a play by Bernard Shaw. 

Take a youth with taint convictions, 

Add a Jew who won't repair, 

With his daughter, whose restrictions 

Disarrange the housemaid's hair, 

An ex writter piling money 

And a doctor, all in law 

The result's more flat than funny, 

That's another play by Shaw. 

1908. 



ILL THE ±§ULLY„ 

TO THE TUNE OF THE ISLAND. 

Bill the Bully one day 

To the Germans did say, — 

" Did you think me a bit of a miser ? 

I've laid up the cash 

To make a big dash 

And shew myself super Lord Kaiser 

I'm to be boss of the Island 

It shall really be my land, 

Here's to the day, 

Now let's away 

And sink all the ships of the Island." 



But the German fleet knew 

Captain, Bosun and Crew 

Their fate, if they left Wilheimshaven ; 

For brave Jellicoe lay 

With his fleet all the day 

And the night, for the crew that was craven 

Oh ! the Grand Fleet of the Island, 

Some got through it to my land 

They showered shot and shell 

On coast towns and, well 

Brought out a swarm from the Island. 

Soon their ships all retreat 

Save a few that we meet 

And send to the depths of the ocean 

Then they steam far behind 

The region they've mined 

And set lies of their conquest in motion. 

They have not caused fear in my land 

Only raised wrath in the Island ; 

Soon they will know 

It's not wise to do so, 

For we've millions in camp on the Island. 



1915. 



NOT CRICKET. 
( TO THE TUNE OF WILLOW TOE KING " ) 

Billy the Bully a sneak and a fool 

Wished to be cock of old Mundus' school 

Could not play cricket or games at all, 

Thought he would win where the boys were small. 

Went to their cricket pitch armed and found 

A plucky young team on the cricket ground. 

" I will play " said the pirate too, 

"I've brought out my Huns to help me through." 



He brought out a coin and he won the spin, 

A coin he had forged that was bound to win, 

Sent out his Huns to take the field 

Warned his opponents at once to yield. 

" Fiddle de dee " said the junior team, 

" You're bigger than we but you must not dream 

That a cricketer yields before he plays 

We dont go in for those cur like ways." 

Now he ran down the pitch and he shied the ball, 

And would not abide by the rules at all. 

The wickets went down but the juniors said 

" That's not the way that the game is played." 

So he brought out more friends to kick their shins, 

And the Huns all shouted " He wins, he wins," 

But Mundus himself to the rescue came, 

And called to the bully, " For shame, for shame." 

Now the monitors all drove him back to the school 

And the masters set him to write out this rule 

A thousand times in a round hand neat 

"Play the game through though it means defeat" 

And this was a sentence he would not write, 

So they sent him away into " ewigkeit," 

And all his friends were made to see 

That they could not be chummy with such as he. 

1915. 



Fragment. 

By dint of deceit and mere millions he made 

His way close to Paris, we were not afraid, 

For we knew that a man who at games breaks the 

rules 
Is loathed by spectators, except a few fools. 
So we sharpened more weapons and called out 

more men, 
And started to drive the beast back to his den. 
The Huns by his -orders had filled every street 
With the ghosts of civilians; these barred his 

retreat 
"What ho!" cried the Allies " The Weary Weed" 

runs 
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With his hordes of low ruffians that emulate Huns 
And children they'd slain bumped them up on their 

way 
The weed wished this barred by a rule from the play, 
But rules are no good if you don't play the game 
And his actions had set all out passions aflame 
"We love a brave man but we hate a low sneak," 
Said the civilised nations, the strong and the weak. 

Now the game is not over, it sha'nt be a draw 
Though he may march his troops through the 

streets of Warsaw 
No nation can keep itself out of the fray 
If there is a chance that the Weed wins the day. 
He'll end as most weeds, trodden down in the clay, 
With the whole of his band steeped in murder and 

gore ; 
And a warm little corner in H — L evermore 
And what will by all honest men be agreed 
Its a jolly good riddance of Willy the Weed. 

1915. 



Lines on Kuala Pilah. 

February, 191^. 

The date pad marks in figures plain 

The 27th, and in vain 

The writer seeks excuse to find 

In Pilah to be left behind ; 

In Pilah where a fortnights stay 

Has made him fat and young and gay, 

Where Harrow songs the hostess fair 

Has played with such a willing air 

And host and hostess vied to bring 

Him happiness in everything. 

The motor horn alas resounds 

The visit now has reached its bounds 

With specs bedimmed the Grandad's eyes 

The packing of his moths and flies, 

The loaded car relentless bears 

The visitor to work and cares, 

And handkerchieves a greeting send 

From host and hostess to their friend. 



With russet gold and purple fleck't 
Plantations shew the sun's effect, 
While thunder clouds and azure blue 
In flooded " sawah's " claim review. 
The tailings of the mines encloud 
Translucent streamlets with a shroud 
Of yellow chrome where serpents wind 
And let an arrowed trail behind ; 
The roadway curving round the hill 
Meandering leaves the writer ill 
And round the corners sharp he speeds 
And rarely cows or rivals heeds. 

The graven milestones flicker past 
He fears that each may be his last 
Until Seremban comes in sight 
O'er shadowed by a cloud of night 
Up-pouring from a forest fire. 
He searches in bis purse for hire 
Wishes the journey just begun 
To Pilah with its joy and fun. 
Alas the train is smoking hard 
To bear away the modest bard, — 
Back to his home in drear K. L. 
Where other friends delightful dwell. 



(Written February 27th, 1917.) 



LINES ON BUKTT KUTU. 

December 24th TO 2?TH, 1909. 

Attend fair Muse, in sympathetic ink 
Dip my poor pen and let my words renew 
For fellow guests the rugged granite brink 
Of Bukit Kutu with far-reaching view. 

Standing like some grim Cyclops in the breeze 
Topping the mists and straining to the skies 
Girdled with ferns and orchids, shrubs and trees ; 
Bringing the tears of storm winds to our eyes. 
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Though chill the breeze, the kindness of our hosts 
Tempers the cold, and warms our hearts within, 
Our minds are thrilled with many a tale of ghosts 
And gory babes that haunt a spectral inn. 

All pains are banished as we lie and dream 
Of eyes that sparkle and cf cheeks that glow. 
Why is our stay curtailed by stern regime 
To half a week that passed a day ago ? ? 

The Joys of Paradise we there may taste 
But only for the very briefest spell, 
Our duties call us to the dismal waste 
Of Kuala Kubu and the drear K. L. 

Need I record the Punch Bowls fragrant scent, 
The subtle twistings of the Tennis ball, 
The tunes reminding some of lives misspent 
The Homelike circle and our pleasures all. 

The stirring chill of Bukit Kutu's Well, 
The single eye of Potency that shows 
The grass fires raging and the folks that dwell 
Upon the torrid plain far from the snows? 

The morning rambles and the evening race 
Where token dollars change from hand to hand ; 
In short, the pleasure and the perfect grace 
Of that too brief most kindly gathered band ? 

P. S. 

What fox will traverse what above I say 
What dupe we know will contra statements start ? 
We all would hunt him from the light of day 
Or in a panic right'uns force t'impart. 

There is a riddle in this fair P. S. 
Initals too must claim the readers thought, 
And so I'll leave you hosts and guests to guess 
The pair of graces that a tea has caught. 

( Written December, 1909.) 
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Befome Leaving englan: 

Mt Ideas of Ceylon. 

A tropic isle, the fairest gem 
Of Britain's crown beyond the sea, 
Invites roe to despoil the stem 
And cull the fragrant leaves of tea ; 
That ladies in the afternoons 
May sit and chatter tete-a-tete, 
And with the clatter of their spoons, 
Conceal the scandals they narrate. 
There every river ripples red 
With priceless rubies in its train 
And blinking catseyes lie outspread 
To tempt the travellers greed for gain. 
No hesitation need delay 
My feet from such a land of gold, 
I'll leave my modest monthly pay 
To go and gather wealth untold. 

1989. ■ 



Thoughts After Six Months Residence 
in Ceyjlon, 

I change my metre which no longer suits 

My sodden clothes and water-rotted boots, 

My mind has changed and I must ask my Muse 

To help my couplets, while I change ray shoes. - 

The rivers run in turbid streams astray 

O'er beds of mud, and wash our roads away ; 

No precious gtones have come to hand and I 

Have found them prove another Eastern lie : 

I found one stone transparent red and made 

A handsome income by expected trade; 

I sent the stone down to Colombo .... 

Darn it, 

My precious ruby proves a common garnet 
My gold pyrites, and my topaz glass. 
And I myself a most egregious ass 
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For coming here where rains tempestuous pour 
Through broken shingles on the sodden floor. 

The flood has rise"n to my table's height, 
And holds me cornered in a sorry plight. 

1891. 



Estate Language. 

My language once was wont to glow 
With naughty words from down below 
But now my neighbours all are so 
Extremely goody goody 
That I have had just to invent 
Some exclamations only meant 
To give my angry passions vent 
I murmur " Aneimudi " 

The tea estates that lie around 

Have names that like a cuss word sound, 

When first you learn them I'll be bound 

You'll think my lips I sully. 

At Russian Pooll perchance a kiss 

Destroys a break that would be bliss ; 

At Tennis when I score a miss 

I shout out " Shollamally." 

I rise at four to mount a hill 
To watch two Bisons coo and bill 
My " Tokku karan " won't keep still 
But starts to sneeze and worry ; 
I only see the sportive cow, 
The trophy-bearing bull by now 
Is over that far distant brow ; 
I yell out " Periavarrai." 

The Company which gives me pay 
Has promised me a rise one day • 

A bonus fat as well they say, 
Oh ! quite a pretty penny, 
If but a dividend they earn. 
But tea is falling fast I learn 
To see it up sixpence I yearn 
If not, well " Dambatenne." 

1904. 
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LOGUSTGHU-NTER'S BALLAD. 

Lord Citronus of Seremban 
By the nine states he swore 

That Pachytylus claiu'cus 

Sould raid his lands no more ; 

By the nine states he swore it 

And wired to the D. A.. 

And other chiefs in far K. L, 

Who feared the legioned foe as well 

To help him in the fray. 

And East and West, and North and South 

The motor carriage sped 

To Tampin and to Jelebu, 

To quote a rate per head. 

Shame on the Chinese Towkay, 

Shame on the slack Malay, 

Shame on the Kling who does not spring 

To gain some extra pay. 

On every "mata mata's " house, 
In every gambling den, 
In every liquor shop was seen 
This dastard notice then, — 
For every swarm of locusts 
Whereever locusts breed, 
" We offer fifty cents a tin 
For those that choose to read." 

For those who could or would not 

A set of pictures showed 

A little tin of paraffin 

Filled with its struggling load : 

And up above a silver coin 

And all that it could buy 

For those who put their signature 

Upon the list to try. 



A Voyage. 

The Ship's a ship and the man's a man 
But the sea you may never know 

For she'll storm and smile, for a little while 
As will also the grass widow. 
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The East is East and the West is West 
And the sea is the go between 

On the first class deck is a drunken wreck 
In the Steerage an Island Queen. 

And the girl is a friend, and the man a friend 
And they'll watch in the tumbling wake 

The Will-o-the wave, as the billows lave 

The wounds that the twin screws make. 

The heart is free, and its beat is fast 
But its pulse you may tell in vain 

For a maid at sea gave her heart to me 
But on land took it back again. 

1895. 



s Dog. 

Written September, 1910. 

Talk about the club by the side of the Lake 
Let's leave such splendours to men on the make ; 
There's a little nook in the midst of K. L. 
You all I believe, know the place very well. 

Often down to cricket on a bright summers day 
To the little club there my footsteps will stray: 
If you hesitate when you hear its name 
. Promptly I'll whisper, "Come and look at some 
game." 

So come, come come, come and play pills with me 

Down at the New Spotted Dog, 

Come, come have a short pahit with me 

Down at the new Spotted Dog. 

There's a little native band, 

Or at bridge take a hand dear 

Do, do come and have a tea or two 

Down at the new Spotted Dog. 
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PLANTER'S VERSE. 

Planters come up from the " totams " afar 
To visit the Reading Room, Cardroom or Bar 
Leaving their fevers, kanganies, and weeds, 
Rubber, advances, big checkrolls, and seeds. 
All of them when they come up to the " hub " 
Put in some time at this popular club ; 
If any have not been inside there today 
I guess they are those who've a big score to pay. 

Chorus 

So come, come, come, and play pills with me, 
&c. 

Children's Verse. 

Chidren come up from their nurseries around, 
Nurses and babies stroll over the ground 
Whenever the band on the Padang performs 
And there aren't any counter attractions or storms. 
Often I've watched on a bright afternoon 
Boys and girls dancing to some catchy tune 
While fat babies sprawling about after tea 
Gaze with delight on the palace they see. 

Chorus 

1910. 



Lay of The Pessimist. 

There are persons pale who panic at our telegrams 

so terse, 
That our censor's scissors' leave for us to see ; 
Who think that France and Russia and Great 

Britain need a hearse ! 
Which is bunkum, as I think you'll all agree ; 
Their opinion is thatBritain is a phantom of the past; 
Do they give their homeland any help at all ? 
No, they shrink and shirk and shiver and then 

shriek that we're outclassed 
And curdle when they hear their country call. 

Chorus 
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Feet cold, head hot, keep your gas inside, 

Wear some flannel socks and learn why you shoot 

so ill, 
Cut jour cackle short and learn how to march 

and ride 
Leave the alcohol alone and drill, drill, drill. 

1915. 



Lay of the Bay. 

Tell me not in lengthy letter 
All the pleasures of the Bay ; 
I've been ill, am feeling letter: 
"Biliousness" the doctors say. 
Skippers tell us that the breezes 
Merely like the Zephyrs fan 
Ripples; but the word of these is 
Not that of a truthful man. 
Roaring gales and rolling mountains, 
Billows ugly, grim and vast, 
Ocean has unloosed her fountains, 
Overtopping every mast, 
Boreas and Notus blending 
Both their bagpipes make me reel, 
Till the soup, in stream unending 
Trickles underneath my heel. 
Neptune's blusterous and earnest. 
Ere we reach our eastern goal, 
Ere thou to K. L. returnest, 
Thou wilt void thy very soul. 
Tell me not, you silly cuckoos, 
That the glories of Malay 
Stingahs, Durians and Dukus 
Balance this infernal Bay. 

1919. 
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Motorist. 



Barmaid- 



Continues. 



Continues. 



Lay of a Thirsty and Busty Motorist 
Who has Lost his Purse. 

Maiden with cheek so pale 
Give me a pint of ale, 
Do not the dose curtail 
Froth not the pewter. 
Now I must bid goodday 
Just now I cannot pay, 
Fain would I longer stay 
And be your suitor. 

Sir, cheek you too have got ; 
By Jove he's drunk the lot 
That is a bit too hot, 

Who will arrest him ? 
Hither brave Bobby dear, 
He's had a Pint of beer 
Nor will he pay I, fear, 

Till Law has pressed him. 

Law, dear, can have no sting, 
Chauffeur my motor bring 
Goggles and everything 
Wanted for journey. 
Lend me four pennies Jones 
Much as I dislike loans ; 
Now can she make no bones 
Nor call attorney. 

Whiz through the country breeze ; 
Road dust on shrubs and trees 
Is not too bad for these 

Countrified boobies. 
When we reach town tonight 
I'll not forget my plight 
And perchance expedite 

Purchase of Rubies. 

So when I wander far 
Thirsty and soiled to bar 
Where foaming liquors are 
Rings may my friend show 
That I can wealth command ; 
Landlords with hat in hand 
Will give what I demand 
Ale in extenso. 

1907. 
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Written after the Trawl Fleet Scandal. 

My name is not a common one, 
Pronounce it as you please 
It starts away with R. O. Z. 
And ends up with a sneeze ; 
Old Balfour is a pudding-head, 
He quite believes in us 
He knows not the ikey ways 
Of an Ikon-grovelling Russ, 

Chorus 

We've shed a lot of gore ; 

A. fact we much deplore 

But as Britain's proved complacent 

We'll come and shed some more. 

If such a thing had happened 

In the days of Pam or Pitt, 

We'd not have had a fortnight to 

Apologise for it ; 

But now if you are willing 

To pay a few Rupees 

You may bully poor old Britain 

And ravage all her seas 

Chorus 

Did Hull when she with votes put in 

A Tory for the seat 

Think that he and his great party 

Would give them dirt to eat ? 

Did she think that he would barter 

For a paltry pack of notes 

The lives of honest trawleng men. 

Does she regret her votes ? 

Chorus 

1904. 



Songs for Ally Baba Pantomime. 

Tune. Sing a song of sixpence 

Won't you come London, come and have a spree? 
The journey is all overland, you'll learn geography, 
The Motor Car is puffing for a quick run back, 
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So come along, you won't be long, nor will you get 

the sack ; 
Sing a song of Motors run with Benzoline, 
Four and twenty puppy dogs killed with a machine. 
When the Motor started, dust began to rise, 
Wasn't that a nobby way to blind the bobby's eyes? 

The Motor Car's scorcher, the journey takes a day 
We'll leave here in the morning and go and see 

the play ; 
The Cingalese the Comedy, on which I think we'll fix 
And we'll be back to muster as the clock strikes six. 
Sing a song of musters, flushes run away ; 
Nine and ninety coolies short, I wonder what 

they'll say 
White weeds waving wildly over fields of tea. 
What a pretty thing to show to P.R.B. 

* * * 

Tune " Io Io Io " 
I owe for beef and cannot pay ; I owe. 
I owe the Club and M. S. A. I owe. 
They've stopped my credit at the Store, 
I can't get Whisky any more. 
Io ! Io ! Io ! 

I've tried to raise a few Rupees I owe, 
I've knelt upon my bended knees, I owe. 
I've tried to sell both verse and prose, 
But how to pay, well, goodness knows. 
Io! Io! Io!. 

I've tried to sell old Catsmeat here, Io ! 
But cannot raise a pint of beer, Io ! 
They said he's blind and deaf and lame ; 
He kicked them through the window frame. 
Io ! Io ! Io ! 

And as far as I can see I shall continue to owe. 
You needn't laugh it's not funny. 
* * * 

Song. 

Tune "Ours is a Hppy Home" 

This hovel is a dhoby's line. The coolies on each side 
Come every night and steal the clothe 3 away, 
Or else throw ink upon the shirts to force us to divide 
With them the pittance that we get as pay. 
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We wash a shirt with vigour, that is wearing to 

the arm ; 
We leave its front and cuffs all torn and frayed, 
We take it to the durei with a smile that's meant 

to charm 
But sometimes leave him with our bill unpaid 



Chorus : 



Ours is a leaky line ; there's really nowhere where 

we can recline. 
The master with his boot is sometimes quite a brute 
And we'd prefer a fine 

We hire out clothes to writers, when a marriage 

they attend, 
We charge a small commission for their use, 
But if the owner spots the things, he kicks rows 

no end 
And simply overwhelms us with abuse. 
We get a small commission from the wealthy shop 

next door, 
Where they sell clothes and socks and underwear, 
But even that commission leaves us very, very poor. 
It very nearly makes old Ally " shout " 



Chorus : 



Ours is a rainy line, I often think that I shall soon 

resign, 
Our pay is five Rupees a month, Sirs, if you please 
And that all goes in fine. 



The Bab. 

Theres many a vessel thats gone to its fate 

Through failing to pass by a bar. 

But more are the homes that are in a wrecked state 

From that failure, yes more very far. 

The men go from far to the lights at the bar 

And won't let us ladies come in 

And they sit at their beer and stout and good cheer 

And Whisky and Brandy and Gin 
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There are animals quaint that you see at the Zoo 

Behind either netting or bar, 

But more are the beasts of incardinate hue 

That chase you along very far. 

Some men rush from far to the lights at the bar 

For fear of red rats when alone, 

But take my advice and drink soda and ice 

And dont even touch Zuedone 

If by magistrate's orders you find you are due 

To appear one fine day at the bar 

Dont answer Right Ho ! for I fear if you do, 

You will find yourself kept from Munaar 

But sit down and write a note that's polite 

To the magistrate who is not far, 

And perhaps with good luck you will find you 

have struck 
On a way to be free of the bar. 

Fairies. 

Fairies of the Cave are we. Each a gem sprite as 

you see. 
Ruby red and Turquoise blue, Emerald green and 

Topaz too. 
Light is good and Evil dark. Gems contain a magic 

spark. 
Special powers we each possess over things of 

evilness. 

Chorus : 



Tur. Em. To. sing She against a witch holds sway, 
Ru. Em. To. sing She drives illness all away, 
Ru. Tur. To. sing She cures every form of hate, 
Ru. Tur. Em. sing Who holds her, can conquer fate. 
Who comes here our dance to spy. Witch of evil 

yield or die 
We are here to spoil and mar tricks of robbers in 

Munaar. 



Che 
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Tune " Tom Bowling." 

Here a sheer wreck lies poor old Catsmeat, 
I don't think this is sham. 
No more he'll hear the thieving rats eat 
His meagre store of gram. 
His form was not of worldly beauty. 
His virtues did not show. 

Whene'er he could he shirked his duty. And now 
he's gone ; you know. 

He never from a walk departed, 
His paces were so small 
That, when in front he ever started, 
He'd end up last of all. 
And then he'd bray so proud and gaily 
As though he meant to say 

You've thrashed me hardly, almost daily. But I 
have got my way 

But I'm not sure he is not shamming 
He's so extremely slay 
He's tired of goading and of lamming; 
See how he winks his eye 
Come, up you get and do not loiter 
We've got our drill to do 

The news that come by wire through Reuters 
Looks most extremely blue 



Tune Trelawney. Days B. C. 

In the days B. C. ere the world drank Tea, 

When the prehistoric race 

Called the Missing Links knew no word for drinks 

And devoted themselves to the chase, 

Then the hills that we know were all down below 

And the plains of today were on high 

And we lived upon fruits and never were suits, 

Not even a collar or tie 

Chorus : And sometimes still 
Try as hard as I will 
I dream of those days and I think 
How nice it would be 
To live in a tree 
And pose as a missing link. 



tt 



And we set some trees apart for our sprees 

And we called them the High Range Club 

And we sat all day and declined to pay 

Either Entrance fee or sub. 

And the grub was prime and was served in time 

Whenever we liked to say 

And we went to bed and without a head 

Arose with the sun next day 

Chorus : 

■ 
And we made a place where we all could race 
And a totalisator use 

Where we'd sometimes win bright bits of tin 
But we'd far more often lose ; 
And we'd sometimes weep, when another sweep 
Was made of our racers fine ; 
And a monster grim made a meal of him, 
Who was starting them all in line. 
Chorus : 

And free from all fears were our volunteers, 

When the Colonel waved his tail 

And each mandril fine in an even line 

Rushed down at the foemen pale. 

Not a carbine wore a link in the corps, 

For guns were invented later ; 

But we left our mark on the great ground .'-.hark 

Or the monster alligator 

Chorus : 



At An Elevated Spot, 

At an elevated spot, where its never very hot, 
Though well within the tropic zone it lies, 
I have settled for a while, and I hope to make a pile 
But its really very few who get the prize 

Chorus : Get the prize Get the prize * 

But its really very few who get the prize 

I am cultivating tea, but the average you see 

Is just enough expenses for to pay 

And the Brokers up in town always try to run 

them down 
There's no flavour and no grip in them they say. 

Chorus : Then they say Then they say 

There's no flavour and no grip in them they say. 
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One day the blessed sun made the bushes flush 

like fun, 
And I had'nt any room inside the store, 
So I heaped the leaf up high, in the sun to'make it dry 
Then the coolies trampled on it on the floor 



Chorus : On the floor 



Then this leaf began to stink, so I went and had a 

drink 
And I emptied some Carbolic on the heap 
Then I rolled it till it broke, and with heat began 

to smoke 
And the stuff along the floor began to creep 

Chorus : Yes to creep .... 

To kill these germs at play, I put them on a tray 

And roasted them to cinders on a fire ; 

Then this awful stuff I packed, and expected to be 

sacked ; 
Or at once be requested to retire. 

Chorus : To retire .... 

But the brokers, next report said nothing of the sort 

This tea had quite a flavour of its own, 

And when the stuff was sold, I was staggered to 

behold 
That it topped the list and stood there all alone. 

Chorus : AH alone .... 

But my V. A saw the game, from his bungalow he 

came 
And he told me, as I tell you in this song, 
There are five and ninety ways to earn a brokers, 

praise. 
But if you think you'll get it you'll be wrong. 

Chorus : You'll be wrong .... 

" No tea for me, thank you " 
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Oh Promise me." 

Oh ! Make some tea that ladies like to brew 
And grocers yearn for and will pay for too ; 
So we may fill our pockets with Rupees, 
While all the world is doating on our teas ; 
Flavoured like violets of early spring, 
A grip like Samson, tippy as a sting ; 
Bright in the cup from dust and fannings free. 
Oh! Promise me to make that tea 

Oh ! Make some tea that brokers understand, 
The very choicest in this Eastern land 
And add a silver fortune year by year 
To lay it doating at my feet, my dear ; 
Bringing all blessings that a fortune may 
Breeding us well clothed in a silk array, 
Peerage, perchance, which thou wilt share with me; 
Oh ! Promise me to make that tea 



Addendum to Songs fob 
Little Med Hiding Hood.' 

The Wolf jumped up on a summer's day, 
The Sun was shining and all was gay, 
Until the Wolf passed by that way. 
The Wolf has passed round the fold, Oh ! 

The Wolf he came to shepherd, pen 
And what should he see but a big fat hen? 
But it was not a fowl he wanted then, 
He'd get his eye on a sheep. Oh! ■ 

But the hen ran off to good dog Tray, 
Who chased that Wolf from the fold away, 
And now the Wolf may be heard to say 
" I wish I had got that hen." Oh ! 

Let each take note in his curly head 
If you can't get cake be content with bread 
For it's not really bad to eat instead, 
When there is also jam. Oh ! 



26 



Dear Munnar. 

You may bar all talk of tea, when you're starting 

on a spree 
And when you've get your leave for half a year, 
But when you've had a rest, you return to it with zest 
And all those friends who'll share a quart of beer. 
Now in India's sunny clime, where I'm wont to 

spend my time 
In the field and in the store and at the bar, 
Of all the spots I know the one thats never slow 
Is the Club house on the river at Munnar. 

Chorus : Oh it's old Munnar with your Billiard 
room and bar 

What a misty river twisty place you are 
Hi! let us have a spree and it isn't always tea 
That we lap up in the evening of Munnar. 

The Bungalows are rare on the river bank down 

there 
And the Scottish mist gives you a morning throat; 
When you wake up sharp at five and you have to 

look alive 
To catch the coolies mustering on the tote ; 
Then you shout out for the boy and the servants 

you employ ; 
And you find the bacon isn't even fried ; 
And you ride off up the road feeling rather like a toad 
With a limekiln as a passenger inside 

Chorus : Oh its late Munnar with your Billiard 
room and bar 

What a noisy idle boys' place you are ; 
For the boys they take a rest, when you're 

up and nearly dressed 
And your chota is not ready at Munnar 

Theres a billiard room and bar and a club at old 

Munnar 
And I've heard that a big dividend they pay, 
But the thing that bags the bun, when the long 

long year is done 
Is the little store they call the M. S. A. 
If you want to get some drink or pencils, pen or ink, 
Or any little trifle for a friend, 

Their stock is always out, you have only got shout 
They are sure to get it for you ... in the end 
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Chorus : Oh it's dear Munnar with your M. S. A. 
and Bar, 

What a clubby and a subby place you are ; 
For the subs' are pretty high and your bank 

account runs dry, 
When you've paid your little bills in dear 

Munnar. 

But when I have to leave, I know that I shall grieve, 

And if I get a chance I know that I 

Shall hasten back again o'er the hot and dusty plain 

To visit those who are living up on high ; 

You may leave it for the States or the fevered 

Rubber Straits 
Or somewhere where you hope to gain eclat, 
But you'll wake up with a sigh and a tear drop 

in your eye, 
When you find that you're no longer in Munnar. 

Chorus : Oh ! Dear Munnar with your Billiard 
room and bar 

What a harum scarum jolly place you are ; 
Some men may vote you slow, but I really do 

not know 
What we all should do without you, dear 

Munnar. 



Aulb Acquaintance. Potthes Farewell. 

A'canna sing a blithesome lay. Our Wullie's 

ganging far 
And oh my hairt is fu' o wae, when he gangs fra 

Munnar. 
The rain wi' awsome sound will fa, fra morning 

until dine, 
But mair shaH we be greeting a', when Wullie 

comes to min'. 

Chorus : For auld lang syne, my dear, 
For auld long syne ; 
We'll take a cup o' kindness yet 
For auld lang syne. 
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The bairns will miss their Wullie sair and wae will 

be the sicht, 
When uncle Pottie comes nae mair, to bid them a, 

guid nicht. 
Oh ! Gin ye'll no come back again ma Wullie o'er 

the sea 
A richt guid willie waught to drain, a'll lay me 

down and dee. 

Chorus: For auld lang syne 

We kenned ye weel ma hounie freen. 'We a' hae 

loved ye true 
And greeting is in a' our een, a canna sing the noo, 
But let us a' wi' yoice and hairt sing out a chorus 

fine 
And wake the auld house, ere we pairt, wi bonnie 

auld lang syne. 

1904. 



The High Range. 

Above the fevers of the torrid plain, 

Teeming with game, amongst the clouds you rise ; 

Cooled by the breezes, briny from the main, 

I leave you now, a tear mist in my eyes, 

T'is not the thought of game or sport or breeze 

That grips my heart and leaves its strings all bare ; 

I grieve because far dearer sights than these, 

Of friends beloved I've left behind me there. 

And who can say when those, whose last goodbyes 
Were sealed with grips of many a trusted hand, 
Shall cheer again my ever-straining eyes 
And let my heart strings once again expand ? 
And, if again I seek your welcome heights, 
How many faces of those friends will be 
Up there to welcome for a few more nights 
The pasting guest of one delightful spree ? 

December 5th, 1905. 



PANTOMIME 1909* 



jITTLE hed hiding hood or 

HARLEQUIN WOLF. 



Dramatic Pekso^ab. 

Tray : The Terrior, so called because of his good 

traits. 
Mrs. Hood: Mother of Little Red Riding Hood. 
Little Red Ruling Hood: always Ready. 
Mr*. Blue: Grandmother of Little Boy Blue. 
Little Boy Blue: Buglo Blower and shepherd. 
Little Bopcep : Crooked: but not crooked in her 

dealings. 
Alico Dreamer always on the square. 
The Demon Wolf : always hungry. 
Father Christmas : The children's friend. 

Prologue: Scene, Mrs. Hood's Cottage Exterior, 

Moonlight. 
Scene 1 : do. do. do. 

sunlight 
Scene 2 : Jungle Road 
Scene 3 : Mrs. Blues, Cottage Interior. 

prologue. 
Mrs. Hood's Cottage Moonlight. 

(Father Christmas with sack from Left.) 

I'm Father Christmas and each Christmas time 

I like to give young folks a pantomime. 

I'm very fond of children kind and good, 

So with your leave will call Red Riding Hood, 

So named because she wears a cape of red 

When taking dainties to those ill in bed. 

Her Mother there is always making pies, 

Which sometimes win the exhibition prize, 

She sends her daughter with a basket round 

To all her neighbours and is far renowned, 

In fact when anything is quite extremely good 

Her friends all say it's from our neighbourhood. 

Her daughter too is ready, as you'll find, 

To run on errand that is good or kind 
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In books of course her end is very sad, 

But here you'll find it is not half so bad, 

The Wolf that there was such a gross barbarian 

Repents at last and turns a vegetarian. 

Bopeep and Alice and Boy Blue appear 

The help poor Ready, when the Wolf is near. 

Come in, dear children, and commence your play 
Time's passing quickly I must run away. 

(Exit.) 
Mis. B. Scene 1 Mrs. Hood's Cottage. Daylight. 

(Mrs. Hood and Little Rod Riding Hood.) 

Now Little Ready get your basket pet 
And put your hood on, for its cold and wet ; 
Poor Mrs. Blue is very ill indeed 
And I've some dainties for the invalid. 
Be very careful as you go along 
And practise with your latest little song. 
I hear a Wolf is loose upon the way 
Oh ! do be careful not to roam or stray, 
It will not harm you while the sun is high 
So do not loiter little one goodbye. 

L. R. R. H. Goodbye dear Mamma I will get there soon 
And come back early in the afternoon. 
I'm not afraid, at least not much, Mamma 
A.nd Mrs. Blue's house is not very far, 
I wish that you could come along with me, 
But you are busy with the Christmas tree. 
The Wolf, I'm sure, will never scratch or bite 
If I am kind and make myself polite. 

(Exit : Singing.) 

Mrs. Hood. Dear little mite she's very brave and sweet 
When she comes back I'll give the pet a treat ; 
A splendid doll has come for her to-day, 
Old Father Christmas must have passed this way. 

[Exit: indoors.) 

[Enter : Dog Tray.) 

Dog Tray. I think ii's really most unwise to let 

Poor Ready wander all alone and wet 
So far away ; I'll follow her and see 
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That Wolves keep clear of her ; you may trust me. 
My name is Tray, but I will not betray 
My Missie to a Wolf, I'll haste away. 

(Exit.) 

Scene 2. 
Forest Road, Deserted Cottage and Garden. 

(Little Red Riding Hood Enter from Left.) 

L. R. R. H. This basket's heavy and these flowers are fine 
I'll make a nosegay, it is scarcely nine, 
I've lots of time I'm sure that Mrs. Blue 
Would like a bunch, I'll take her just a few. 

(Enter ■ White Rabbit.) 

W. R. Oh dear ! Oh dear ! Whatever shall I do 

I heard a boy ask for a rabbit stew. 
It really is too bad that folks like me 
Should with mankind so pleasantly agree. 
Oh ! here's another creature keen no doubt 
To see a Rabbit in a stewed Ragout. 

L. R. R. H. Oh what a darling rabbit there I see, 
I'd like to catch it, it's afraid of me. 
I would not hurt you, bunny, do not fear, 
I'd make a lovely home for you, my dear, 
And feed you daily with sweet cakes and grass 
And make a window with a pane of glass 
And put up curtains that would really draw 
And fix a knocker on the small front door. 

(Rabbit bolts. Enter: Little Boy Blue.) 

Oh dear please, Mr. Wolf, I cannot stay, 
I must take this to Mrs. Blue's to-day. 

L B B T° Mrs. Blue ? That is my granny, dear, 

I'm not a Wolf, there's no Wolf round here. 

L R H Oh yes there is, my mother told me so. 

L b B So that's the way my little baa lambs go, 

It must have been a Wolf that broke the pen 
And killed my sheep for its dinner then ; 
With my new gun I'll try its ugly hide 
And it I'll settle for its Ovicide. 
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L. B. P. 



L. B. Blue. 



Wolf. 



Tray. 



L. B. Poop. 



L. B. Blue. 
L. B. P. 



Alice. 

L. B. B. 

Alice. 
L. B. B. 



(Enter: Little Bopeep running.) 

Help me kind friend, a Wolf has just appeared 
And chased my flocks, although I interfered. 
Come help to kill him and to catch my flock 
The beast is hiding just behind that rock. 

Come on, I've loaded, now we'll see some fun. 
I wonder creature how you'll like this gun. 

(Exeunt right.) 
Enter: Wolf, goes into old cottage, sits at window. 

Poor little mortals, they'll not find me here, 

I'd spring upon them, but that gun I fear. 

(Enter : Tray.) 

Oh dear! What's this a sort of wolfy smell, 

I'll watch Miss. Reddy like a sentinel. 

A Wolfs too big a beast for me to slay, 

His plots I'll foil as sure as my name's Tray 

(Hides) 

Enter: L. B. Blue, L. B. Peep and L. R. H. Hood 

I fear my sheep I'll never see again, 
Please sound your bugle 

(Bngle sounded) 

I fear it is in vain 

I've trained my flock to answer when I below 

I wish you'd train my flock to answer so 

(Enter : Alice.) 

But who are you I've not seen you before 

Did I hear a snore 
My name is Blue 

That was my bugle. Perhaps you've heard of me, 
Little Boy Blue, a shepherd as you see. 

What square is this? 

I don't quite understand 
We're always square and never underhand. 
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Alice. 

L. B. B. 

Alice. 

L. B. B. 
Alice. 
L. B. B. 
Alice. 



L. R. R. H. 

Alice. 
L. B. B. 
Alice. 



L. R. R. H. 



L.R.R.Hood. 



I don't mean that ; are you all what you seem 
Or am I sleeping and is this my dream ? 

You're hardly civil, such a thing to ask, 
I'm quite awake, when at my daily task. 

I want to know please, little Master Blue, 
Can you add nine and ten and eight and two ? 

You're rather quick. 

You cannot do addition. 

I know I, can't, I'm no mathematician. 

Oh ! would you like to hear a little song? 
Don't you run away, I won't detain you long. 
It's very odd how all the words I change, 
Which make the song sound something very strange. 

(Song) 

That's something new, although the tune seems old ; 
Pray what's the time, if I may make so bold ? 

Old Time's a man, I beat him once, since then 
He's always gone too quickly. 

Just gone ten, 
My watch is right. 

If it goes wrong, you know, 
You ought to oil it when it goes too slow, 
You smear in butter from our friend Chow Kit, 
But do not choke it with too big a bit, 
In fact, my dear, a little piece will do. 
But what is this, pray who on earth are you ? 

{Enter : Tray from right.) 

Why here's old Tray, I really must make haste 
To Mrs. Blue's I have no time to waste, 
But please, dear Alice, just before I go, 
Do sing a song, which all of us must know. 

(Song) 

(Exeunt all except E. R. H.) 

It's very lonely, I must run along 

And try to think of some short cheerful song 
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{Enter : Wolf. Takes off head and bows, from right.) 

But who is this so charming and polite ? 
If he's a Wolf I'm sure he'll never bite. 
Please, Master Wolf. 

Wolf. Hallo ! she knows mj name 

I must delude her though it seems a shame 
My dear, Miss. Hood I know your mother well 
What are you carrying in this dreary dell? 

L. R. R. H. Please Mister Wolf my mother sent me through 
To take these cakes and things to Mrs. Blue . 

Wolf. Pray let me take them, they are heavy dear 

And is the house of Mrs. Blue quite near? 

L. R. R. H. it can 't be far, it's just along the road 

And thanks so much for carrying my load, 
My mother told me not to loiter long 
But perhaps you jein me in a comic song. 

(Duet) 

, Enter : Rabbit. 

Beware, fair maiden, of the Wolf's deceit 
Beware yourself. I'm fond of Rabbit's meat. 
It is a shame. I'm harried morn to night 
And have to take to ignominious flight. 

(Rabbit and L. R. R Hood bolt.) 

Wolf Bother the Rabbit he has scared the child, 

I cannot catch him, for he's far too wild, 
But never mind, there'll come a happy time 
When I shall see you tinned and labelled prime 
Tender Australian Rabbit in a tin, 
And then I wonder shall I find you thin 

(Song) 

I must be off and get to Mrs. Blue 
Before Miss Ready's said her how d'ye do. 

Exit. 



R. 

Wolf. 

R. 
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Scene 3 : 
(Mrs. Blues Cottage, Interior.) 

Mrs. Blue. I wonder why dear Ready's late to-day, 
I hope she's not been eaten on the way, 
While she was bringing me some cake and wine 
Made by her mother for a case like mine ; 
The wine is weak, the cake is often tough 
But still it keeps the pangs of hunger off, 
Poor thing how little does she think that I 
Have stocks of dollars in a sock put by 
For I love money and I love to hold, 
When no one's by, my silver and my gold. 
My neighbours think me just a poor old crone 
With not a cent that I can call my own ; 
They've never seen when they my state are mocking 
This wad of bank notes and this bulging stocking, 
I love to feed on food that's given free, 
I wonder what they all would think of me, 
But now I hear dear Ready's fairy tread. 
I think I will have the little meal in bed. 
Another year and I shall gaily draw 
The old age pension granted by the law. 

(Goes to bed. Knock heard.) 

Come in, dear child, I hope you've got the cake 
That your Mamma so well knows how to make, 

(Enter . Wolf disguised.) 

Take off your hood and bring a glass and plate 
Now may I ask what makes you, child, so late 
You must have grown your clothes don't seem to fit. 
I wish you'd hurry up your stumps a bit. 

(Wolf is clumsy and drops glass.) 

Oh drat it all, you are a clumsy brat 
You spilt the wine all over my new mat. 

(Wolf grunts) 

Don't answer back, don't dawdle so I say, 
I've never know you acting in this way. 

Wolf. The time has come, my dearest Mrs. Blue, 

When I am going to make a meal off you, 
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(Mrs. Blue retreats) 

Unless your gold and notes you like to share 
With those whom you've not treated on the square. 
You little thought you miserly old hag 
I saw you hide the money in the bag 

(Mrs. Blue conies out) 

Please, Mr. Wolf, I hope that you will pardon me • 
And for my grievous fault be not too hard on me. 
I never meant to cheat my neighbour so 
Please take the money from the house and go. 
I'm sorry if you think my conduct rude, 
But I've no wish to be a mere Wolf's food 
And if you meet poor Ready on the way 
Don't eat her up, until she's brought my tray. 

Wolf. I see, dear friend, that you're a selfish crone ; 

I'd like to eat you, but I now must own 
I've lost my teeth and can no longer bite, 
But Mrs. Blue I've given you a fright 

Mrs. Blue. You're quite mistaken for I felt no fear, 

But now beware for all my friends are near 

(Enter: Alice and Little Boy Blue) 

Help neighbours all this creature has deprived 
Me of a sum for which for years I've toiled 
Hoping at last to leave it to my friends, 
Who'd all been kind, in welcome dividends. 
But take it now the creature cannot bite 
And with a rope tie him extremely tight 

(Wolf bolts.) 

L. B. B. No matter, granny, let the villain go; 

It's time to end this little Christmas Show. 

The play is over, let the curtain fall, 

We hope that we have pleased you one and all. 

No moral to this story we impute, 

But man is man and animal is brute ; 

Let us remember when we go away 

To be ourselves not otherwise to-day. 

You'll find your cloaks and hats outside the hall 

Unless the Jaga's bolted with them all. 

One song remains ; one which we all can sing. 

You all must join and shout. " God Save the King." 

GRAND FINALE. 
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(Ode lo a Typewriter.) 

Tick is the note of the keys I use, 
Tack is the sound of the falling type, 
Oh, weave me an ode, my metal muse, 
Fit for an age that is over ripe. 

Produce, thou, of the modern mind; 
Connate, thou, with the Phone and Car, 
Something uncanny the oldsters find 
In weaving letters and speaking far. 

Kurry and scurry the modern pace, 
Hasten along, but watch withal 
That never a letter is out of place 
And all of the stops in their order fall. 

Light as a feather the makers say, 

Easy the case for the bearer's hand. 

Would that some writers your price could pay 

And weave me some letters to understand. 



Ramasamy Song in Cinderella No. 2. 

Intha thurei ketta thurei namma sambilam 

konjam tan 
N&n rumbo kalavani mathri payal. 
Namma simei nalla simei.. Appo ange pohiren nan. 
Intha thurei udei whiskey makes me smile. 
Nan iruwithu velei thurei irunthu ketten ; 
Nan enden " my poor mamma very ill ". 
Thurei endan "Poi sollathi". Appo nan tan sirrithen. 
Nan naleiki nan pohiren kopalil. 

Mine is a happy life ; 
In every "Simei " I have got a wife. 
When my master find me out. 
No doubt he'll stamp and shout, 
Mine is a happy life 



Fairy's Song in Cinderella Ho. 1. 

We are fond of a dance round a daisy, 
When the sleep of most mortals is sound, 
Then we turn up our nose at the lazy 
And wear a faint ring in the ground. 



38 

We sing with the softest, of voices 
That only the children can hear, 
But the echo the dreamer rejoices 
And drives away sorrow and fear. 

Come round to the club on a Friday, 
From six until eight you will see, 
If your clothes are de rigueur and tidy, 
Some fairies sweet dancing and me. 
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clndehella pantomime, 
or the Elusive Cuj. 

Written 1920. 

CAST: 

Immortals. Fairy Aunt, haunting Cinderella's dwelling. 
Fairy Queen, can fairly say " I'm a Gem." 

4 Fairies : Daisy. 
Rose. 
Hyacinth. 
Jasmine. 

Red Witch, Abracadabra, which can be read both 
ways. 

Mortals. Ladies : Sultana of Tidapa Mana. Quite the Cake, 

Cinderella. Daughter of Baron Dumpy. 
Baroness Dumpy. Late Mrs. Grumpy. 
Georgina Grumpy, her daughter. 
Jemima Grumpy do. do. "I'm not 

a gem." 
Ladies of Court, fond of courting 

Men : Sultan of Tidapa Mana. 

Raja Muda. Alphonse by name. A man 

of many a Mood ah ! 
Major Domo to the Court. Does n't do more 

than he can help, though he may jaw. 
Baron Joshua Dumpy, now in the dumps, 
Miyajima, a peripatetic photographer, 
Nakasaki Assistant of Miyojima 

Both good chaps. 
Ramasamy, a Tamil servant in a bungalow, 

where he bungles over it and does his 

work Tarn ill. 
Gentlemen of Court, also fond of com ting. 
Chauffeurs and others. 
Prompter. 

Animals : Dragon, known as Tiny Tim, a timid 
creature, 
Cat Tom Mauser, often " goes off " on his 
own. 



Cinderella. 



PANTOMIME-102O. 

Scene : Planter's bungalow in Tid'apa Land. 

Bagpipes without. Enter : 4 Fairies dancing. Song 
No.l. 

Enter : Ramasamy. Fairies hide, Song No. 2. 
R. Samy. I say, man, I am thirsty and with this key 

I have a chance to take the master's whisky ; 
I have got a brother, who's a tukang besi, 
So now I can mix something nice and fizzy. 
He's locked the cover but the passkey's mine 
And I'll be bosky, while he is out to dine. 
My Durei's smoke I'd also like to borrow, 
I'm here to-day but shall be gone to-morrow. 
(takes cigars) 

Now I'll light up. 

(when lighted, Cigar explodes.) 

Good Gracious, what a row, 

I will take a drink to cool my fevered brow. 

(opens Tantalus, fairies spring out.) 

What race are these ? At least I've drawn a starter, 
I fear that I am going to prove a martyr. 
Io Samy ! whatever have I done ? 
Please, little Misses, it was all in fun, 
Don't tell the master that I've let you go. 

Fairy. Avaunt, you scoundrel, to the realms below. 

(exit R. Samy) 

If at the end we please you all to-night, 
Your final cheers will give us all delight, 
But cheers between while often help to stir 
The actor's effort with a pleasant spur. 
Dear audience, we shall do our best to-night. 
To please you all with songs and dances bright, 
We pray indulgence, if we don't succeed 
In our attempts to win the help we need. 
Your approbation we'll strive hard to gain 
And hope our efforts will not be in vain. 
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p. l. 

F. 2. 
F. 3. 

F. 4. 

Fairies. 



Father 
Christmas. 



Fairies. 
F. Chr. 
F. 1. 
F. 2. 
F. 3. 
F. 4. 

F. Chr. 



M. Chr. 
Fairies. 



I am the spirit of the good old Time, 
When every Christmas had its Pantomime. 

And I, you know, am her attendant sprite. 
I'll help her through with all plans to-night. 

I am the spirit of the modern days ; 
Speed without limit is my latest craze. 
Speed up the Motors eighty miles an hour, 
I love to drive with eighty horses' power 

And she's my boss, I'm often out on strike. 
And she's reduced to- train or motor bike. 
And in this season Father Christmas rules, 
However much may sneer the modern schools. 

Ah ! Here he comes and his fair lady too. 
Welcome you both, pray tell us what to do. 

{Enter: Father Christmas and Mother Christmasina) 

Good morrow, fairies. Here's myself and Missus. 
Don't smother us, dear children, with your kisses, 
I've come to-night to form a small Committee 
To try to please K. L. with dance and ditty. 
And we propose to give a little play. 
We ask your help in doing so, 

Hurray. 

Now first we must upon the plot decide. 

I'm for Snowwhite, whom dwarfs delightful hide. 

I'm for the Beauty sleeping in the wood. 

And I would plump for sweet Red Riding Hood, 

You've quite forgotten me in your disputes. 
I know what's best, I vote for Puss in Boots. 

Now children, children, what an awful row. 
This is my season and I am Chairman now. 
Though Kuala Lumpur's sometimes hard to please, 
I'll choose a title suiting times like these, 
Dear little Cinders, lucky Cinderella 

I quite agree. That is my choice as well. 

Ah. 

We yield to your maturer perspicacity. 
Carried nem con. 



Witch. 



Prom. 



At 



(Enter : Witch and dragon.) 

What supreme audacity ! 

You've dared to plan without consulting me ; 

I am a witch, who'll see you all at sea. 

I'll cast a spell over your minds and hearts, 

You numbskulls poor, shall all forget your parts 



(Fairies cower-Father Christmas waves his wand.) 

(Enter : Prompter.) 

In vain you threaten thus to cast a spell, 
With me to help, now try to please K. L. 
And all the districts that round it lie, 
We may fail ; but we'll have a good old try. 

(All dance round Witch, and finally drive her and 
the Dragon off, Cinderella's cat rushes after 
Dragon) 

(Dance and Song No. 3.) 



GlNDEBEIXA PANTOMIME SONG NO. 3. 

Supposing that the comet, which 

Pons Winneke once found, 

Should come and hit our Earth a blow, 

Instead of going round ; 

And that the Earth should break in half 

With me apart from you ; 

I wonder, don't you wonder what 

On earth we both should do ? 

Supposing that we all bought up 

The World's great meat supply, 

And mixed it up with tons of rice 

As an enormous pie 

For Tiny Tim, this dragon, when 

He asks for food to eat ; 

Do you suppose that we should get 

His vacuum replete ? 
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Supposing that this Dragon green 
With horrid teeth and tongue 
Should suddenly require a meal 
While this is being sung ; 
Supposing that it turned and put 
The M. V. I. to rout, 
Would all the M. S. V. K. lads 
Succeed and turn it out ? 

End of Scene 1. 
SCEHE S: 

Cinderella Opening Song. 

Fairies' No. 4. Song. 

Sing a song of moonlight, 
Who would be in bed, 
When the sun appearing 
Tips the hills with red ? 
When the sun is stronger 
In this land Malay, 
We can stop no longer 
It's too hot to play. 

Cinderella's Song. 

Sing a song of sun-rise, 
Fairies homeward stream. 
Silver spangled cobwebs 
Set to catch a beam. 
Opal-tinted cloudlets 
Heralding the sun, 
Who would be a sluggard 
Missing all the fun? 

(Planter's Song.) 

Sing a Song of Totams, 
Coolies run away 
Nine and ninety Tamils short, 
Don't tell our V. A. 
Lalang springing wildly 
All about the ground, 
Rubber crepe the finest lot 
At forty cents a pound, 
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Cind. 



Baroness. 



Baron. 



Baroness. 



Baron. 
Baroness. 

Jemima. 
Baroness, 



Scene 3 : 

Baron Joshua Dumpy's Chalet. Time 7 a.m. 

(Enter: Fairies, dance round furniture) 

Song No. 4 part. 

(exeunt.) 

(Planter passing window and sings song No 4 part.) 

(Enter: Cinderella J 

Come back, dear fairies, I'm so lonely here, 
Since Dad remarried our old char last year. 
She's proved a widow with two daughters grown. 
Poor Dad can't call a single thing his own. 
He's far too mild, I'd like to run away. 
But for his sake I'll bear their hate and stay. 
How goes the song the Fairies sang just now ? 

(Sings Song. No. 4 part. Baroness inters.) 

Shut up that noise, you've waked me with the row. 

(Enter: Baron.)- 

My wishes your dear daughter never heeds. 
Perhaps she'll listen when her Father pleads. 

Please, Cinderella, I am grieved to hear 
That you have flouted your Stepmother dear. 

It is too bad, you know the doctor said, 

I always must have seven hours in bed. 

And as I did not get back home till three, 

Shut up that noise, at ten bring early tea. 

A little harshness, Joshua, you'll find 

Would make things easy, but you're always blind, 

Whenever your dear daughter is to blame 

I always back you, dear. 

It is a shame. 

(Enter : Jemima.) 
Its most unkind, you've waked me with your chatter. 
Its Cinderella, , 
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Jem. 

Baroness. 

Cind. 

Baron. 

Baroness. 

Baron. 
Baroness. 

Georg. 

Jemima. 
Georg. 

Jem. 
Baroness. 



Jemima. 
Georg. 



That's of course the matter. 

When things go wrong, our sweet stepsister's in it. 

Now, Cinderella, stop your noise this minute. 

I'm very sorry. 

She wasn't talking then. 
Let us be fair. 

That is so like you men, 

You snub your wives and let your daughters flout 

Their mildest orders. 

My dearest pet. 

Get out. 

(Enter : Georgina.) 

A pretty pass this household has been brought to ; 
When naughty children don't do what they ought to; 
When youth refuses age respect that's due. 

Speak for yourself, I'm only twenty two. 

You wicked story, you will never see 

Again the sunny side of forty three. 

Well, never mind don't give the show away. 
Three hours more sleep will save us getting grey. 

I can't sleep now, you've broken up my slumber 

Go to my dress ; in it you'll find a number 

Of dirty notes I won at Bridge last night, 

Don't steal any, you little thief. 

(Cinderella brings notes. The Baroness counts them.) 

Thats right. 

A cool five hundred ; more it should have been 

But my dear husband went and trumped my Queen. 

With them I now can settle some accounts. 

And I backed Popoff and dear Billet's mounts. 

I drew a winner in a sweep as well ; 
So now I vote we run up to K. L. 
They have a fete on up at the Istana. 
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To Audience 
Jemima. 

Georg. 

Jemima. 
Baroness. 
Baron. 
Jemima. 

Georg. 



Cind. 
Baroness. 



Jemima. 



K. L.'s the chief town of Tidapa Mana. 

The Prince I know is looking for a bride 
We shall look well both sitting side by side. 

I like your cheek, he's mashed, you know, on me 
His hand was shaking as he gave me tea. 

Fever more likely ; I have won his heart. 

A truce to squabbling, in an hour we start. 

What shall I wear? 

Oh ! dont let Father go, 
JHe's so old fashioned. 

Yes, he's always slow, 

We must take him, the Court's old fashioned too, 
And wives with husbands must appear in view. 
But he sha'nt spoil the evenings fun for us, 
I'll sit upon him, if he makes a fuss. 

Do take me too. 

What, you, you ragged fright? 
Not half a chance, you'll stay at home to-night. 
And lay the breakfast as the boy's away. 
He's bolted as he hasn't had his pay. 

Now bring hot water for the bath and call 
The modiste in to dress us for the ball. 
Our wigs you'll find at the club barber's shop. 
Now hurry up, I'm longing for a hop. 



Georg. 

Jemima. 

Georg. 

Jemima. 



(Exit Cinderella, also Baron and Baroness.) 

Thank Goodness, Ma's got Father well in hand. 

He's such a worm. 

I never understand. 
What made him marry. 

Love's a riddle dear. 
Today I'll solve it. 
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Georg. jf ot a chance I fear. 

The Rajah's mine. 
Jemima. rn bet a thousand Dollars 

I am the girl the Rajah's hand that collars. 

Georg. Don't be a fool, you might as well believe 

That Cinderella will his heart receive. 

(Enter: Cinderella.) 

Jemim. You silly fool, my rival is arriving 

She hardly, looks as though her suit were thriving. 
Come here, you wretch, give us your utmost care, 
Powder our faces and arrange our hair, 
We have to make a capture smart to-day. 
I'll give you six-pence if we get our way. 

Georg. We'll keep our husbands like stepfather here 

Beneath our thumbs, they'll think us very dear, 

Jemima. We'll spend their money and enjoy our life 

They'll thank their stars they've married such a 
wife. 

(Exeunt to bath.) 

(Georgina and Jemima return). 

Georg. Now bring the rouge and powder and the wig ; 

Don't comb so hard, you ugly little pig. 
Do hurry up, now bring the glass to me. 
Dont dawdle so, I am very keen to see 
My coiffure in it. 

Jemima. It's my turn to use 

This maid of all work ; bring me up my shoes. 

Georg. I've not half finished, 

I don't care a bit 

Jemima. I cannot get this beastly frock to fit. 

{Enter : Baroness.) 
Baroness. Come, Cinders, here, in half an hour we go. 

Baroness. Do hurry up ; what makes you child so slow ? 

Cind. I am sorry, sisters, I can do no more. 

Baroness. Don't argue there, the car is at the door. 
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Jemim. 

Baroness. 

Jemima. 

Baroness. 

Georg. 

Baron. 

Baroness. 



I am not half dressed. 

Well finish in the car. 

If I don't wed, the fault will be with Ma. 

We must be off, this hussy is to blame. 

Its all her fault. 

I do call that a shame. 

Of course you teach your child to disobey. 
Your poor wife's orders. 



(Baron tries to soothe her.) 



Oh, no, get away. 

I hate you, its a woman fate to be 

The butt of husband's harsh brutality. 

Georg. Come on, come on, don't dawdle, we must go, 

Or we shall miss the best part of the show. 

Baroness. Now, Joshua, you'll share the coachman's box. 

You Nincompoop, you've put on cotton socks. 
Now, John, start off and make the passers stare ; 
Don't stop for bobbies ; we must hurry there. 

Qind. Good bye. Good bye. 

Georg. You silly little brat. 

Don't kiss your father, you'll derange my hat. 



(Exeunt : all but Cinderella.) 

Cind. I wish that they would take me to the dance ; 

I watched some fairies tripping it by chance. 
Among the daisies and I longed to sway 
In rhythmic rapture, till they skipped away. 
Caught by the lilt my feet half conscious wove 
Patterns delicious in the moonlit grove. 
In the dim past, when father loved me still, 
A fairy guardian dwelt on yonder hill 
And many whispered wishes she would grant. 
Where is she now ? 
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Fairy Aunt. 


Cind. 




Fairy 


Aunt 


Cind. 




Fairy 


Aunt 


Cind. 




Fairy 


Aunt 


Cind. 




Fairy 


Aunt, 



Cind. 
Fairy Aunt. 



(Enter: Fairy Aunt.) 

I am your fairy aunt. 

Oh ! you poor darling, left alone to fret, 

You shall go to the Rajah's Fete, my pet. 

I have no clothes to wear in such a throng. 

A want like that will not detain you long. 

I have no motor and I cannot drive. 

Bring me a Durian and a rat alive. 

I have a Durian hidden in the larder. 
To get a rat will be, I fancy, harder. 

Look in the trap, your sisters brought today. 
There's one, I'm sure. 

Oh ! So there is, I say. 

Now turn the light out, while I work the charm. 
Let loose the rat, it will not do you harm. 

(Light Out. 

Abracadabra! 

(Light Up.) 

Now the trick is done 

Here are your motor and your sais. 

What fun. 

That's quite a Dodge. 

Oh no, dear, it's, a Ford. 

A car, that's won many a high award. 

Officials all on duty use that car. 

Now for your dress. 

(Light out, quick change.) 

Madame. 

(Light Up.) 
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Ah ! there you are, 
You'll take the shine out of your sisters now, 
If you will mind the limits I allow 
I don't believe in hours too late and so 
Be back by twelve, don't let your watch be slow. 
Here is a Roskop : give yourself an hour 
For your return, at twelve I lose my power. 
One other rule ; you must let no one know 
Your name or homestead, now just travel slow. 
Now, good bye, dear. 

{Enter : Miyojima and Assistant.) 



Miyojima. 

Fairy Aunt. 
Cind. 
Fairy Aunt. 

Miyojima. 



But who on earth are these ? 

Good day, Good day. Excuse me, ladies, please. 
We heard a charming lady was on view. 
We want a photo that is really new. 

What modern customs have we come to here ? 

Advertisement. 

Well turn the light out, dear. 

(Exeunt Cinderella and Fairy Aunt.) 

No matter, we a flashlight now will try. 
We must not miss a pleasure to the eye. 
Alas! she's gone, we'll chase her to the dance. 
And there I am sure she'll give our lense a chance. 

(Exeunt dancing.) 



Sultan. 
R. Muda. 
Sultan. 



SGENE 3: 
Istana Grounds. 
(Sultan and Rajah Muda.) 
I am the Ruler of this Isle. 
Which I hope to inherit. 
I have brought you, Alphonse, up in style. 
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R. Muda. 
Sultan. 
R. Muda. 
Sultan. 
R. Muda. 

Sultan. 

R. Muda. 
Sultan. 

R. Muda. 

Sultan. 
R. Muda. 



Sultan. 

R. Muda. 
Sultan. 
R. Muda. 



A scheme not lacking merit. 

I am getting old and worn and weak. 

Oh ! pray, Dad, do not say so. 

I really wish you would not speak, 

You wish me dumb, I'll stay so. 

(Dance) 

The time has come for you to wed, 
Too long you have lingered lonely. 

One word allow now to be said, 

I'll give you one word only. 

I see what you would wish to say 

A.nd must withdraw my permit. 

Your pardon I most humbly pray. 
I'd rather be a hermit. 

(Dance) 

Oh ! List to me you naughty heir. 
I've caused to be invited. 
The fairest in the land of fair. 

I ought to be delighted. 

Not one of all our subjects here 

My ice cold heartlet touches. 

I know you'll think it very queer, 

I will not wed a Duchess. 

(Dance) 

Those are my orders, you'll obey, 
Or ever rue the day, Sir, 

You dear papa, I must say nay. 

I swear I'll have my way, Sir. 

(aside) 

If in the crowd I cannot see 
A girl that takes my fancy, 
I really do not care a d. 
I'll take no dud fiancy. 
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Sultan. 



R. Muda. 



Abdulla. 

E. Muda. 
Abadul. 

Raja Muda. 

Abdul. 
R. Muda, 



(Dance) 

Unruly son, I'll give you half an hour 

To reconsider 'ere I use my power 

To make a Tiger's plaything of your head, 

And leave your cousin Rajah in your stead. 

I've always got some poor relations handy, 

Who will not words with their dread Sultan bandy. 

(Enter Major Domo.) 

Now don't forget the Daylight Saving Bill, 
Brought in last night to meet our People's will. 
At half past ten to midnight shift the clock, 
And aid us our provision bill to clock. 

I thank vou, Father, for the granted grace. 

(Exit Sultan). 
(Aside) 
I must think out a plan to save my face 
And head, it seems, for Father's often hasty, 
If I have time I might find some one tasty. 
Abdulla, come, my major domo trusty. 
Think out a plan, my brains are getting rusty, 
My Father wants me on the spot to wed 
One of his subjects, or I'll lose my head, 
Although the ladies of the court are fair 
My heart with them I really cannot share. 
I love a dream maid, and I'll swear I'll be 
A lonely hermit, till that girl I see, 
Within a month I'll search the island o'er, 
But I have only 20 minutes more. 

Exalted Raja, n.ay I humbly say 
A plan that might succeed a while, 

You may. 

I beg your Highness frankly to compare 
Our face and figure. They 're alike. 

You dare 

Make such a statement, its the rankest treason. 

Your neeed is great, that was my only reason. 

" An ass alive is better " proverbs say 
"Than Tigers dead," 
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Abdul. 



R. Muda. 



Lady G. 



R. Muda. 



Abdul in 
disguise. 

Lady G. 

Abdul in 
disguise. 

Lady 



Abdul. 



What is your subtle way ? 

Your Excellency's pardon I beseech, 
I think that I could imitate your speech. 
Dressed in your robes, I could your Dad delude, 
While you could search the land in solitude. 

The scheme's a risk, but so my life is now ; 
Let's try the change. If it succeeds I vow 
Of this great realm, when I succeed, you'll be 
My right hand man, Prime Minister and O. B. E. 

(Exeunt behind Trees. Enter. Leading Lady 
of Court.) 

Dear, sweet Abdulla, come to me, I pray 

(Enter. R. M. in disguise.) . . 

You've let me in for sweet-hearts. By this way. 

I bolt, you must to my stern father speak. 

And tell him that you'll make your choice this week. 

Adieu, Adieu, I'll hide me midst the trees. 

I hope you'll do j our very best to please 

Some lady fair. I foresee trouble brewing. 

If ill results remember its your doing. 

(Enter. Abdulla in disguise.) 
Excuse me, lady, most divinely fair 
Whom do you seek ? 

Your Highness, if I dare. 
I thought you loved my major domo, lady. 

When you are here, all other men look shady. 
You are my light, the sun that I adore 
I've loved you best, your mercy I implore ; 
Your major domo is a brainless dandy, 
I flirt with him, when there's no nicer .handy. 

Peace, woman, peace, you are a base deceiver 
When woman speaks one never can believe her. 
Back to your mother, back to your playthings go. 
You're but a child, that cannot passion know. 

(Lady crying exit). 
This is the issue of a plot to cheat 
Our Sultan. Worthy guerdon of deceit. 
If I could only find the prince, I'd cry 
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Sultan. 



Abdul. 

Sultan. 

Abdulla. 

Abdul. 

'Aside.) 

Sultan. 



Abdulla. 



The bargain off. I really cannot lie. 
Here comes the Sultan. I must act a part 
And do his binding, though it break my heart. 

(Enter Sultan) 

Most noble Sultan. Father dear, I mean 
Choose me a lady who shall be my Queen, 
Sooner than lose my head and kingdom, dad. 
I'll yield and do exactly as I'm bad. 

You're not so bad, now that some sense you've shown 

I'll find a lady worthy of your throne 

Or, if you like, you will not find it hard 

To find a partner worthy on this card. 

I've made a list of all my subjects fair, 

Who would be eager to accept my heir. 

In it you'll find a thousand names of those 

With lands and titles, whom I'd not oppose. 

With your descent I scarcely need advise 

A guarded heart on guard, again=t a pauper's eyes. 

I love no lady. In your hands I'll leave 
My spouse's choice. All ladies fair deceive. 

Don't talk such nonsense, such a mood sits ill, 
On my dear son, who now accepts my will. 

I'm yours to order ; bid your subjects enter, 

Choose for me, Dad, for Cupid's a tormentor. 

All hope abandon ye who enter here. 
Let my fate enter. 

Call the band on here 

Put on a smile, for, see, the guests are coming. 

(Enter : Band) 

Now bugler blow and drummer start your drumming 
A cheery tune, and bring the book for signing 
The time has come for dancing and "mainmaining" 

(Enter : Various guests and Photographers) 

(Photographers do revolving stunt) 

(One guest runs round the Camera) 
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Photo- 
grapher. 



Baroness. 



Sultan. 

Abdulla. 

Sultan. 

Abdul. 

Sultan. 

Georg. 

Jemima. 

Georg. 

Jemim. 

Geor. 

Jemim. 

Georg. 

Prince. 



Oh, please, sir, stop, you're spoiling all the photo 

That we've imported from the far Kyoto. 

Your Highness, pray, dare we these grounds 

demean ? 
We wish to show some photos on a screen. 

(Show Photos) 

(Enter : Baron, Baroness, and 2 Daughters) 

Kneel humbly down and kiss the Sultan's feet. 

(Baron falls.) 

You silly fool, thats not the way to greet 
Our noble Sultan. We have learned the way 
To do a courtesy, 

(curtseys) 

Look, my dear, I say, 

Would either daughter win your love, my son, 

Their lather's wealthy and they're full of fun. 

Good Gracious ! Father, I would rather die 
Than marry wealth attached to such a guy. 

Beware, my dear, you've promised to obey, 

Mercy, dear father. 

I was but in play, 

All hail! Your Highness. 

Worthy son, all hail ! 

Your Excellency looks a little pale. 

I know the symptoms of a stricken heart. 

You forward minx, that's my recited part 

All's fair in love, The prince I just adore 

I'll scratch your eyes out, if you meddle more. 

Now ladies fair, a truce to both your wrangles. 
How did you leave your wash-tubsandyour mangles? 



Georg. 



Still at your jokes, your wit is much too cutting. 
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Jemim. I w jh no t have you on my target butting. 

Sultan. Call i n th e Dancer, whom at great expense 

We've hired from Egypt, let the dance commence. 

(Egyptian Dancer dances.) 

All. Bravo ! Bravo ! Encore ! 

Georg. I'd do it better 

Abdulla. Oh ! dear Papa, I'd like to see her, let her, 

Sultan. Thanks, fairest lady, thats a dance that's new 

Our Treasurer will given an I. O. U. 

(Exit Dancer to side.) 

Now start some dances in the British way. 
The band will jigs and country dances play. 

(Country Dances,) 

Sultan. Those dances older are a perfect treat, 

Let's all join in and exercise our feet. 

Jemima. Pray be my partner, prince. 

Georg. No, wretch, he is mine. 

I just love dancing. 

Jemim. Yes, it's just divine. 

Abdul. When folks are graceful, dancing's a delight. 

I would rather play some Auction Bridge tonight. 

Georg. We'll all cut in, we've brought along our pile. 

Jemim. If you're my partner, I will win a smile, 

(Exeunt.) 

(Enter : Ladies of Court and Gentlemen of Court.) 

Song : Lames of Court. 

We are the Ladies of the Court 

We're very prim and proper. 

On any one who is a sport, 

We always put a stopper. 

We rarely dance, we rarely sing, 

Our code of manners fine is. 

We never touch a toothsome sling 
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Prince. 



Lady of 
Court. 

Prince. 



At Messrs. "Deeds" or "Tinys". 
We always wear out our old frocks, 
To save our husbands Dollars. 
We sit up late to darn their socks 
And wash and starch their collars. 

Gentleman of Court. 

We are the husbands of these dames. 

We're always home to dinner. 

We've cast our racebooks in the flames 

And never spot winner. 

And when some girl, who passes by, 

Tries hard to catch our glances, 

We meet her with a stony eye. 

And take our wives to dances 

We think our wives the best of wives 

And let them always know it. 

They are the guide stars of our lives 

To quote a well known poet. 

We always pay cash on the nail 

We never try to get tick, 

And when our wife is looking pale, 

We're really sympathetic. 

(Exeunt Gentleman of Court.) 
{Enter: Prince as Abdullah.) 

Tonight I start to search the Kingdom through 
To find my dream girl, 

Hello's ! Is that you ? 

Where have you hidden ? Come along and play, 

I've got a headache, please all run away. 
The Council scorned the Doctor's scheme of drains, 
And now King Fever in the palace reigns. 
Leave m 3 , dear girls, I fear my fever's catching 

(Ladies retire hurriedly.) 

That's done the trick and stopped their husband- 
snatching. 

{Enter: Cinderella.) 

But who is this ? A dream by fevers brought ? 
If so, methinks, the phantom's cheaply brought. 
Are you a mortal or a fairy, dear? 
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I am a guest, who's very late I fear 

Fair lady, I've not seen your face before. 
Will you with me, as partner, take the floor? 
The band is starting for a some old time measures 
I am guardian of the Prince's treasures 

(They dance.) 

Fair damsel dear; your dance is heart-deciding. 
What is your name and where are you residing ? 

I am here incog, (aside) I think that pun is ripping 
The car gear sometimes sounded just like slipping. 

In my ear whisper — You have won my heart, 
You shall be Ranee and you look the part. 

Pray spare my blushes — to my grief and sorrrow 
I cannot give my name until tomorrow ; 
Then, if you find me, and you love me still 
I think, dear valet, I will reply " I will ". 

(Enter : Photographers to take Photos.) 

(Cinderella runs away. Prince follows.) 

(Enter : Georgina and Jemima.) 

Well, dear Georgina, you're a, forward minx. 

Oh yes, but where can you and I get drinks? 
This fete's a failure, everything goes wrong, 

(Gong Goes.) 

I wonder if that's supper, there's a gong. 

(Midnight strikes, Lights go low.) 

(Enter : Cinderella in rags.) 

I am undone, my wretched watch is slow 
And I must in these tatters homeward go. 
My motor's vanished and the " sais," I fear, 
Is nibbling cheeses in some pantry near. 

(Bolts, Flashlight follows her.) 
(Enter : Prince.) 

Bring torches, lanterns boys and search the ground, 
My lady's vanished and she must be found. 
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(Enter: Photographers.) 

Sir, Major Domo, by my humble art 
I'll show the lovely warmer of your heart. 
I to6k a snap shot, as she rushed away. 
The photo I'll develop, if you'll pay. 

{Enter: Sultan, Ladies of Court etc.) 

Thanks Miyojima, I'll pay what you choose 
Sooner than traces of that lady lose. 

So that's the way you've tried to blind my eyes, 
You false Abdulla ! 

No, it's a disguise, 
I've often read how Kings in days of old 
Went forth as tramps their subjects to behold ; 
To learn opinions, which they'd always hide 
Before their kings. 
Dear father, I decide 

Most honoured Sir, I've chosen, as I swore 
Trace me my sweet-heart and I'll shirk no more. 

The jest was grim, it's risky to deceive 
A doating father ; but your words relieve 
My sad old heart. 

(To Photographers.) 

I want a thousand copies 
Which you'll deliver in my draughtman's " Apis ". 
We'll have them published straightway through 

the land. 
Restart the dancing and recall the band. 

(Exeunt Sultan and Photographers.) 

I'm glad, he does not want the dance to stop,. 
Before I've had my supper and my hop, 

Alas ! My friends, I'm sure you will excuse 
A broken-hearted Rajah, 

If you lose 
Traces of her, whom you are keen to find 
I'm sure she's left a, lot of bells behind. 
I'm not a critic but I think it right 
To say, I think the bolted minx a fright. 
She did not look like one invited here. 
No doubt she had some cause to disappear, 
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G eorg. 
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Peace, woman, curb your stinging tongue, I'm off 

(Exit) 

What a good riddance, he's a sidy toff 

Let's join the dancers, What? They all have gone. 

I hope at least the supper is not done. 

That's cleared away. The sais and car are kana. 

There must be rickshaws near to this Istana. 

If not, we'll walk. 

(Enter : Sais No. 2) 

Thank Goodness there's the car 

I'am sure that I could never walk so for. 

(Exit.) 



Cind. 



Aunt. 
Cind. 
Aunt. 

Cind. 
Aint, 



SCENE 4. 

Baron Dumpy's Castle. Next Morning. 

(Present, Cinderlla and Fairy Aunt.) 

He loves me, yes, I know he loves me true, 
All thanks, my dearest Fairy Aunt, to you. 
He looks a king, although he's but a valet. 
Lead him, dear Auntie, to my father's Chalet, 
If you but fail me, I shall die, I fear. 
I did not give a clue to guide him here ; 
But you with spells might draw him to my home 
And not allow him heart-broken to roam. 

Have you, dear, seen the newspaper to-day ? 

Why turn this subject? Do help me, I pray, 

In it your portrait to the life you'll find, 
Just like yourself, and people would be blind 
To miss the likeness. 

In these rags I know 
No one could trace me. 

Not a love-lorn beau ? 
You little know the power of Cupid's eyes 
To see a 1-oved one under a disguise ; 
But in this picture are your tatters shown, 
So you were photoed, when the time had flown, 
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No valet is the man, that you desire, 

The prince himself assumed his man's attire. 

I am undone. How wrong is it to sport 
With maiden's hearts. 

They do such things at court, 

But in this case the Prince's love is true. 

To you, dear aunt, my heartfelt thanks are due 
But am I worthy of a Ranee's seat? 

None more so, dear, you're lovely, good and sweet. 
Jemima calls, so I must now retire 
Blow this, dear, (gives whistle) whe n my presence 
you require. 

(Jemima and Georgina come out.) 

Cinders, come here, you great big ugly child, 

Have you heard how the prince upon me smiled ? 

He wished to wed me, but I was so coy 

I told him not to kiss me, naughty boy ! 

But here's my programme and his darling name 

He scribbled down for every dance. 

Oh! Shame! 
I've his initials on my programme too ! 
I fear Alfonso's making fun of you 
He's named the day, when I shall be his bride. 

I fear he's faithless, or that you have tried 
To bluff your sister, that i* not, I know, 
The writing that is on my programme. Oh! 
It is your own. You wicked woman, you 
Have tried to break my tender heart 

Well who 
Wrote on your programme? You cannot disguise 
Your sprawling writing. You've not won the prize. 
Now let us see the paper! has it come? 

Here is to-day's. 

(Hands Paper) (Drum sounds.) 
But what on earth's the drum ? 

A grand parade of all the local guard 

To greet a neighbour in the battle scarred. 
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This is a proclamation of the King. 
The Herald bears a picture and a ring ; 
He's calling at each castle in the street, 
Go out, you brat. I've slippers on my feet. 

(Exit Cinderella) 

(With paper.) But what is this, Jemima? I shall 

faint. 
A photograph of Cinders. 

No it ain't. 
Its like her, but she wasn't at the ball, 

Its very like, I don't like this at all, 

If she went there, we'll rate her well. But hide 

The paper from her. There she is outside. 

(Enter: Cinderella with Drummer.) 

Go, Cinders, back, into the cook-house, go. 
You're not allowed in here, as well you know: 

(Cinderella goes behind the Drummer) 

The Rajah bids me to all folks proclaim 
That he is anxious to find out the name 
Of her who, like this photograph, is fair. 
To her alone he is prepared to swear 
Eternal love as consort, bride and queen, 
Given this year, December, Seventeen. 

My photograph ! A moment if you'll wait, 
I'll dress in rags to rule with steel this state. 

(Tears dress.) 

You're much too old this person to deceive. 
I'll change to rags aud then your oath receive. 

(Tears Dress.) 

I like your cheek or rather I should say 
I don't. I'm sure he'll no attention pay 
To your deceit. Oh! Drummer dear, report 
That I, Jemima, am the real consort. 

Stand back, my beauties. There is one maid here 
Modest and fair, whose likeness is quite clear 
For our own prince. 
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Out, Cinderella, go. 
You must no more your ugly features show. 

Stay, Cinderella, you're the girl for me, 
I am the Prince. 

Your Highness, so I see. 

(Enter Baroness and Baron.) 

What is this insult ? Do you dare to flout ' 
My lovely daughters ? Husband turn him out. 

You're quite mistaken, prison records show 
You have no claim on him, so out you go. 
You and your daughters from the realm are sent 
And do not dare return from banishment, 
Your own true husband we have just expelled. 
He has confessed. The warder he had felled. 
We should have shot him, but with you as wife 
We think he'll have hard labour all his life. 

Thanks, noble Prince. My weakness I regret. 

I should have saved from their harsh tongues my 

pet. 
No more I'll marry, if you will secure 
For me at Court a little sinecure. 

Dear Prince, that woman and her daughter too 
Forgive I pray, as I myself would do. 
They never learned their tempers bad to rule, 
As I was taught at my dear local school. 

They must be banished, but I'll try to find 
A desert island, where the climate's kind. 

We're sorry, Cinders, for the life you've led. 
We'll try reform and all be good instead. 
Own scathing tongues we'll train no doubt in time 
To sing love ditties in another clime. 

(Exeunt Ex-Baroness, Georgina and Jemima.) 

(Remainder all dance and exeunt. Curtain.) 



ALLY BARBAR— PANTOMIME, 

OR THE BHOBY, THE BOOKIE 
AND THE BRIGANDS. 



CAST: 



Written 1904. 



Immortals. 


Fairy Queen. 
Fairy No. 1 . 


Good Old Times. 


Alias Ruby. 




2. 


Her Attendant. 


,, Sapphire. 




3. 


Modern Days. 


„ Emerald. 




4. 


Her Attendant. 


„ Sopaz. 



Mortals. 



Father X'mas. A man of mark. 

Mother X'masina. 

Witch, Abracadabra. Which is enough said. 

I adies. 
Jemima, Ally Barbar' wife. A Tartar. 
Bella, her daughter, 
Cashew, Cashim's wife, 
Morgiana Jemima's slave. 

Men 

Ally Barbar. A good ally, often goes to the bar 

which he generally sees double. 
Sandy, his son, 
Cashim, a Bookie, Ally's brother. The Police often 

try to catch him. 
Robber Chief. A Troglodyte, Cave Hominem. 
Robber No. 1. O ! Devie. 3 star. 
Robber No 2. O ! No thanks. Alias Cooking Brandy. 
Mustapha. A Tailor. One must have a tailor. 

Beasts. 
Catsmeat, A dumb ? Animal. 
Snakes and Rats, mostly imaginary. 
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Scene 1. Pkologue. 

Drawing Room and Bungalow. 

(2. Screens) 

'((Enter: Spirit of Good old Times and attendant 
Sprite.) 

Spirit G. Dear audience, judge us with no critic's mind. 

old Times. We'll strive to please you, so we pray be kind, 
If we're not perfect in our parts to-night, 
We hope the prompter soon will put us right, 
We'll show you good triumphing over ill, 
And hope that, here at least, it always will, 
I am the Spirit of the Good Old Time 
When every X'mas had its pantomime, 
But over here no strolling actors come 
To change the current of our tea totum, 

'((Enter : Sp. Modern Times and Attendant-sprite.) 

M. T. Come, come, my dear, we're brainy little elves, 

I vote we start a pantomime ourselves, 

O. T. This is indeed the raving of a dream. 

It would take years to work out such a scheme, 

M. T. My dear old slow-coach, if we really try 

And work as one, you'll find that talk my eye. 

O. T. At-Sp. I'd like to try ; the effort would be fun, 

M. T. At-Sp. I vote we do. The odds are three to one 

O. T. I always yield, when modern methods prove 

Too strong to leave me in the same old groove, 
I'd rather, though, go in the good old way 
To Drury Lane to see a proper play. 

(Song " Won't you come.") 

But never mind, a chairman we shall need 
To make arrangements, if we're not agreed. 

O. T. At-Sp. I vote we call old Father X'mas here, 

This is his season and he'll raise a cheer 
Right ho ! 

*Note.— Insert here lines beginning "Enter Ramasamy " to "Exit Ramasamy 

Rt." to be found in page 81. 
1'Delete (Enter Spirit of Good old Times and attendant Sprite) and (Enter 

Sp. Modern Times and Attendant-sprite.) 
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(Enter: Father Christmas and Mother X'masina.) 

F- x - Good evening, dears, that phrase is barred 

One Planter's ruing it in a prison yard. 
This is my Wife, oh sha'nt we all be jolly ? 
A panto here will banish melancholy, 
We must decide, before we further go, 
Upon a tale, on which to base our show. 

I'm first to vote ! as eldest of the four 
I'm sure Aladdin would successes score. 

Oh stuff, my dear, I disagree with you, 

We know, of course, you've got a lad in view. 

I vote for beauty wakened with a kiss. 

And you, of course, would act the sleeper, miss, 

I vote for Jack, that killed of giants a score. 
I know the very man for Blunderbore. 

You've quite forgotten me in your disputes. 
I know my mind, I'll plump for Puss in Boots. 

Now children, children, what an awful row ! 
This is my season and I'm master now. 
I'll choose the title, which is sure to please 
An audience always doating on it's teas, 

(Opens sack hauls out " Inge Va ") 

What ! " Inge Va " the cheap tea planter's guide 
That's not a story, idiot, I'll decide. 
The tale that suits the land, where each deceives 
Is Ally Barbar and the Forty Thieves 

Right ho ! 

Those words for goodness sake unsay, 
I've warned you not to use them once to-day, 
Too late my warning, they're a spell I fear 
Which is the reason, why a witch comes here. 

(Enter: — Abracadabra with dragon.) 

X. c. You've dared to plan without a wicked fairy, 

I am a witch who'will make you go contrary, 
I'll cast a spell over your minds and hearts. 
You numbskulls poor, shall all forget your parts. 



G. O. T. 
M. T. 

O. T. 

A. S. O. T. 

Chauffeuse. 
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Mother 
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All. 
F. Chs. 
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(Enter Prompter, Witch Cowers) 

In vain your plots this pantomime to mar 
With me to help we'll try to please Munaar, 
And all the districts that around it lie, 
We may fail, but we'll have a darned good try. 

(Dance. End of Prologue.) 



Scene 2. Bhoby Like. 

(Enter : Ally Barbar, Jemima, Morgiana and 
Catsmeat.) 

(Tubs, washing &c. fill up the stage.) 

Ally Barbar. I've just come back, and they have stopped my 
credit 
Down at the Stores, 

Jemima. You know, my dear, I said it, 

You will not work, take tickets in each sweep, 
Play bridge all night, when you should be asleep. 
I have no patience, 

Ally Barbar. No, my dear, that's true 

You have no patience and you're just a shrew. 

Jemima. (Striking Ally Barbar.) 

Take that and that, and take your moke outside, 
I will not have him to the table tied, 

Ally Baba. j can't, my dear, just hark to the monsoon. 
I wish it would'nt always rain in June, 
Or if it must, that I had cash to mend 
This leaky cabin ; I've not got one friend 
Who would be ready half a cent to spare 
To mend this table or reseat this chair. 

(Song. This hovel.) 

Well, we must go, Catsmeat and I, to brave 
The roaring torrents and a watery grave, 

Jemima. Yes, dear, go quick you've wood to cut and carry, 

Oh ! What a fool I ever was to marry 
You, and live here, where rains torrential pour 
Through broken shingles on the sodden floor. 
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Now get along, you must not loiter here 
I've got my washing to be done, and fear 
That without firewood it will ne'er be dry 
Goodbye! dear Ally, once again Goodbve! 
Take your umbrella and your raincoat too 
I know, my dear, they're neither of them new. 
But if you pass the Club of the High Range, 
You might get something better in exchange. 

Goodbye, my sweetest, I shall not go far, 

Goodbye again and mind you shun the bar 

(Song " There's many a vessel.") 

(Exeunt. Ally Barbar and Catsmeat.) 

Now, Morgiana, bring the washing quick 

And that big club, I know the Dhobie's trick. 

Collars and Cuffs and Buttons soon I smash. 

The tailor man gives me a heap of cash 

Each month's commission on all clothes destroyed, 

But all the planters seem a bit annoyed. 

For my own sake I think it hardly fair, 
You take the money, I don't get a share 
Look here, unless you share your gains with me, 
I'll send a letter to the Cutcherry. 

Take that and that you sneaky little minx. 
You little fool, you've upset both the drinks 
(Knocking heard) 

Now Morgiana, who on earth is that 
Banging the door with such a tat, tat, tat ? 
Go, run and open, 

(Booby traps, Sandy and Bella enter.) 

Oh, you naughty child, 
You really are enough to drive me wild, 
And you too, Bella, why aren't you at school ? 
I can't have you at home to play the fool. 

Please, mother, missus says this awful rain 
Has given her a most pneumatic pain, 
And as there wasn't any Doctor handy, 
She's curing it by drinking Cherry Brandy. 
Do let. us stay, we'll be as good as gold 
Outside it's really awfully wet and cold. 
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There's a dear, darling, delightful mummy. 
Have you no sweeties for my little tummy ? 
We'll help you both your washing to complete. 

(Upsets soot into washtub) 

I'm awfully sorry. 

Oh, this is a treat, 

Oh dear, you children, run along and play 
We've got to finish all of this to day 

Whit way, maw ? Can ye no some taiblets spare ? 
When paw comes back, he'll find me greeting sair, 

Ay, ay, my lad, most surely ye'd be greeting 
If but your maw would let me do the beating, 
Oh dear, oh dear, I cannot keep awake. 

What is the matter now for goodness sake ? 
Don't sleep, you hussy ; Why I'm yawning too 
And I must sleep, although there's lots to do. 

Mamma and Morgie both asleep, that's queer, 
They must have had an extra glass of beer. 
I too feel drowsy, on the floor I'll doze 
And make a pillow of same dirty clothes 

(All sleep. Enter Father Christmas) 

It's Christmas Eve, at least we'll so pretend 
And I am here to act as children's friend, 
Haul up the curtain that from mortal eyes 
Conceals the Cave with all the gems they prize ; 
Fairies and sprites, which on this night each year 
Enjoy their dance, until the sun, appear, 
Sleep on, ye mortals, you shall shortly find 
That fate to you is not at heart unkind. 

{Enter Fairies) 

(Dance and end of Scene 2.) 

Scene 3 : 
(Outside Cave.) 

(Enter Ally Barbar and Cats-meat R.F.) 

Whoa! Catsmeat, whoa! What is the matter, Neddy ? 
What luck is this, some firewood cut already. 
My noble steed, I think we'll take a rest 
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I'm quite in luck, I see an Oof bird's nest. 
I doat on eggs, Bazaar ones barred of course, 
They're eggsellent eh ? You prehistoric horse, 
Donkey I mean. 

I hear a crowd approaching 
I fear we're on their fuel-reserve encroaching. 

I'm not a coward, but still I'll climb a tree, 
Goodbye, old Catsmeat, do not sneak of me. 

No fear, old sinner, I'm a shinner too, 
I'll shin up this tree quite as quick as you, 
You seem to think that Donkeys cannot climb. 
All Donkeys doing in Christmas pantomime. 

Look out ! Keep silence ! Here the ruffians are, 
Oh ! what a pair, They're never from Munnar. 

(Enter Robber Chief and Robber No. 1 R. F.) 

Now, Bill, look here, before the spell we try, 
Let's search the woods for fear they hold a spy, 
For here's our Cavern, though its pretty bare. 

(Robber No. 1 bolts to L. F.) 

I say, old fellow, what an awful scare. 

Now, what's the matter, you old nervous dunce ? 
Come back, I say, come back to me at once. 

(Robber No. 1 returns L. F.) 
But what an earth made you go off so fast? 

A pretty bear you mentioned in your last. 

You fool, I said the Cave was pretty bare 
Of precious metals, as you are aware. 
(Ally Baba sneezes,) 

I say, whats that that's hiding in the tree ? 
Oh nothing much. A Monkey it must be, 
I say, old Ally, that's a knock for you. 

And that's a laughing jackass. 

Yes that's true, 

If such a thing again as that you say, 

I'll rouse the echoes with a thundering bray. 
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Bray don't old ass. 

Well now, by Jove, I will. 

I want to hear the password, so be still. 

When you have done all talking in the tree 
I'll say the password " Open Sesame " 

(Curtain draws up, shows Cave) 

I say, Commander, this is simply prime 
I'd like to fill it. 

So we will in time. 

I've got a scheme to make us all Barnatos. 

Barney you know was never small potatoes. 

We'll go as tramps and visit the High Range 

And there I guess we'll scoop a lot of change. 

The Bosses there are rolling in Rupees, 

And from their payments are nicknamed P. Ds. 

The Gentlemen, who of the Mills have charge, 

Draw salaries exceptionally large. 

We'll send our takings down the great wire rope, 

It's strong enough to hold them all, I hope ! 

I think so, but I hear they now have got 
A token coinage. 

Oh ! That's awful rot. 
Even a chuckram is a coin not handy, 
If that's the case, we'll commandeer a bandy, 

What do you think of that new scheme of mine ? 

It's very good ; a drink would now be fine 

What will you have, Whisky or Gin or Beer ? 

Mine's Beer, have you a drinking bar in here ? 

Rather ! Say when, you take it neat I see. 

Now leave the glass and check the accounts with me. 

Before we drink, our stock we'd better take, 

After that drink you'll hardly keep awake. 

Just copy out this invoice of our spoil. 

Two tins of Lamp and one of Castor Oil, 

Two big Dutch Dolls, tin Soldiers quite a lot, 

One bottle Chutney mango, extra hot. 
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(Ally Baba and Catsmeat suck up the drinks 
through straws) 

Balloons a few and Motor Cars a pair, 
Four Perambulators and an old bath chair. 
You'll see from this that we went in one day 
And made a raid upon the M. S. A. 
Ten tins of Biscuits, Cabin brand I think, 

Robb 1. That's awfully dry. By jingo ! Where's my drink? 

Robb Ch. And mine, I say, there's something wrong in here, 

We must dissemble for a traitor's near, 

(Dissemble with Cloaks) 

It is extraordinary how that liquor went, 

A- B - Exstraw ha! ha! that joke was never meant, 

Bray now, Catsmeat, and bray your loudest, Neddy. 

R ° bb 1- (Catsmeat brays) 

Oh dear, what's that? The jimjams come already ? 

Robb Cb. It is the echoes of my brother's tones, 

R. l. To me it sounded like a victim's groans, 

I'm off, can't wait, good gracious, what a row ! 
Who says the Cavern is not haunted now? 

(Exeunt L. R. & R. F.) 

A. B. Brayvo ! old Ass, and now we'll scoop the till 

My coster's barrow with the gold w'll fill, 
You pull, I'll push, I'm now a millionaire, 

Catsmeat. You brag too soon, of their revenge beware. 

(Ally Quakes.) 

(Step Dance & exeunt R. F.) 

Scene 4. 

(Cashim's house all latest improvements) 

(Interior drawing room.) 

(Cashim and Cashew in chairs) 

Cashim. Dearest Cashew, would you send off and say, 

I simply must have all my clothes to-day? 
Here is an invite from the Viceroy, dear, 
And I have naught, in which I can appear. 
And as for you, that gown will hardly do 
For such a function I don't think, do you ? 
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Cashew. 
Cashim. 

Cashew. 



Cashim. 
Cashew. 

Cashim. 

Cashew. 
Cashim. 



Jemima. 



Cashim. 
Jemima. 



Of course, my darling, a new frock I need, 

Oh ! Do you, dearest ? A new frock indeed ! 
You know that now a bookie makes a loss 
Whatever wins. 

It always makes me cross 
To hear you grudge each anna that I spend, 
While on your hobbies you can waste no end. 
You always buy whate'er's the latest craze, 
An automobile and old Rontgen's rays, 
An aeroplane, whatever that may be, 
And now you say, you'll buy no frock for me. 

(cries) 

My dear Cashew, I really never meant 
To cause you pain, though I'm not opulent, 
You shall appear the best dressed lady there 
And all shall hail you fairest of the fair 

Please sing, Cashim, that little song to me 

Of Clement Scott's that runs " Oh promise me " 

(Song by Cashim " Oh ! Make some tea ") 

Enough of ballads, please to send a note 
To Ally Baba to demand my coat 
And other items of my washing too. 

No need ; his wife demands an interview 

Demands ! oh dear! What shall we hear of next ? 
If she talks so, I really shall be vexed, 
Let her come in and bring the clothes as well, 
I'll fine her too, such side I'll soon dispel, 

(Enter: Morgiana & Jemima bringing washing R.F.) 

Please, maam, the washing all correct I've brought, 
My bill, as well, its forty six eight nought.. 
Please count the things, no more can I give credit, 
The M. S. A and I, we two, have said it. 

I do not see my pair of putties here 

There should be three the best's our Engineer ; 

Yellapattys on the top you'll find 

While Madupatty's not so far behind, 

Pardon I beg, Broker's report I quote 

They haunt me now, I know them all by rote 
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Casbim. 



Jemima. 



Casbim. 



Ally. 



Cashim. 



Ally Barbar. 



(Cashim Sings — Theresa's Elevated Spot.) 

Oh ! Wretched woman, what is this I see ? 
You've spoilt my clothes and played your tricks 

on me. 
I told you once ; t'was half in fun I spoke 
To spoil the others' clothes, t'was but a joke ; 
So that they might get others at the Store. 
But now I tell you ; we've our stock no more ; 
Three months at least before a fresh supply 
Comes in, meanwhile Wrenn Bennett I must try 
And cash with orders or the V. P. P's 
The only system, which that firm will please. 
The little sum you mentioned as your pay 
I'll take in fine and now just go away. 

(Basket emptied, coins fall out) 

Hallo ! What's this, what treasures do you hide 
Below the cl ithes ? I understand your pride, 
I'm sure no Dhoby ever earned that sum 
Where did you steal it ? Ah ! I see you're dumb 
Sure sign of guilt, tell me or else I'll call 
A Policeman in and then you'll lose it all. 

Have mercy, please, my husband found a place, 
Where lots of cash was hidden in a case. 

Call in your husband and I'll give a share 
Of all the treasures we discover there, 
Say five per cent., that's ample I should say, 
For Dhobies earning fifteen cents a day. 

(Enter : Ally.) 

More sense than that at all events we've learned. 
Your regal offer pray consider spurned 
But you're my brother, though you never think, 
When I come here, to give me aught to drink, 
Still, brother Cashim, share the spoil with me 
Swear to be square and I'll give you the key 

(Dance.) 

Damn ! 

Oh brother ! no, I only mean to swear, 

Right ho ! But now of robbers sly beware. 

I've found their Cavern, where they hide their 

spoils, 
And, if they know, you'll never leave their toils, 
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Cashim. Here's luck, old Ally, you are allied to me, 

You take the landside, while I take the sea, 
Between the two we'll make the Robbers sing 
As small as Russia sang at Motien ling 



(Song ' My name is '). 
(Curtain falls on them.) 



(Enter : 



Scene 3. 
Exterior of Cave. 

Ally Barbar and Cashim and Catsmeat 
and Motor Car R. F.) 



Ally B. Now here's the Cavern, listen while I say 

The magic words to roll the stone away, 
It's most important that you should attend, 
For I'll not always be with you, my friend. 

Cashim. oh! hurry up, and cut your patter short, 

I want to see the gold which you report. 

Ally B. An right, you/d rather hear a little less o' me 

Attend the words, the spell is " Open Sesame " 

(Cover rolls up) 

Cashim. Come here, I say, this is a lovely Cave 

With gold for all, the coward and the brave, 
Come in and help me load the Motor, do. 

(Noise without.) 

What's that I hear, the robbers wild halloo ? 

(Ally bolts.) 

Where are you ; Ally ? Oh ! You are a sneak, 
Don't leave me thus, why, brother, don't you speak ? 

(Enter : Robbers.) 

Robber Ch. Hullo ! Our cave is open and I see 

A wretched sneak-thief, where the door should be 
Let's cut him down or torture him, until 
He names his partners in this deed of ill. 
Lift him up, comrade, bear a hand and see 
Who is the scoundrel. Close up, Sesame ! 

(Cave Closes) 
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(Ally comes down from tree.) 

Ally- Poor Cashim, none can save you from your fate, 

I'll go and tell his missus not to wait. 
To disengage the robbers of their spoils 
He's run himself completely in their coils. 
I'll hasten off and take his car away, 
He'll hardly want it, and I dare not stay 

(Business with Motor which breaks down) 

A Motor's always tiresome at a pinch ; 
I can't propel the wretched thing an inch. 
I'll burst the tyre, lest they should chase me, so. 
And now I'm off with Catsmeat from the show. 

(Exit Ally. Enter Cashim. Centre.) 

Cashim. This band appears a wealthy little lot, 

Full of all cunning and ingenious plot. 
My brother to their vengeance I've betrayed 
And saved my bacon as a renegade, 
I've sworn to help them and I surely will, 
Until I find that virtue's better still. 
For rest assured, if ever they get caught, 
I'll change again and live as perhaps I ought. 

(Enter : Robber Chief and Robber 1.) 

Robb Ch. What now ? Old Cashim, now you've joined the band, 

At bridge you must with us two take a hand. 
We often play, Cutthroat's the game for me, 
It suits the band, when we're reduced to three 
The points are dollars and you sometimes win 
In I. 0. Us a thundering, lot of tin, 

Robb. Let's play for cash. Cashim's a cheque book here, 

Cashim. Resistance vain. I must agree, I fear, 

(Drink and play bridge) 

Robb Ch. No Trumps. 

Robb No. 1. I'll double. 

Robb Ch. I have got a slam. 

Cashim. I know they're cheating, what a fool I am, 

Here is my cheque I swear I'll play no more. 

Robb Ch. For two and sixpence ! That is not the score. 

You've lost a thousand and by Jove you'll pay. 
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Cashim. 



Robb Ch. 



That will I never, I am broke to-da5 r . 

My bank has busted, as you say, gone smash 

And I have not a single cent of cash, 

Die, villian, die, no longer shall you cheat 

Your friends and partners, now the game's complete 

(Cassim dies, tapping the ground.) 

(Robbers — Sing and dance.) 

(Cashim is cut up.) 



Jemima. 



(Pointing to 
Ally.) 

Ally. 



Cashew. 



Ally. 



Scene 6. 
Cashim's House. Ca°hew Sits Reading 

(Enter: Ally and Jemima.,/ 

So please you, maam, we much regret. 
We are not versed in etiquette. 
The quondam poor are often crude 
In manners, do not think us rude, 
We've vainly books on manners read. 
But wish to say your husband's dead, 

The sole surviving partner he 
Of Cashim-Ally Company, 

Yes, Cashim's dead, I'm grieved to say, Cashew, 

The Robbers killed him, nearly killed me too. 

Would if they'd caught me. By the law I'm heir 

To all my brother's property, your share 

Is just a pittance. So I've come to stay. 

We're coming in. You'll have to go away, 

A fortnight's grace, dear Cashew, pray receive. 

Your tale's a lie, at least so I believe. 
A wireless telegram I've had, of course 
Remorseless wretch, you thought I knew no Morse. 
But from my darling hubby's tapping heels 
I learnt last night how vain were his appeals 
To you for help, you sold him to the thieves, 
You cannot cheat me, though my heartlet grieves 
For hubby dear, and if you dare refuse 
To bring his body back, I'll spread the news 
And well you know, how my well-woven tale 
Will stir the town. Ha ! ha ! I see you quail. 
Be off, 

I will, you tartar, like a bird. 
Although of course your clever yarn's absurd. 
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Cashew. 

Ally. 

(to Jemima.) 



Cashew. 
Ally. 

Cashew. 

Ally. 

Jemima. 

Ally. 



Jemima. 
Cashew. 
Mustapha. 



Cashew. 

Ally. 

Must. . 



That's right, meanwhile a tailor on your way 
You'll bid to come here and, pray, don't delay. 

I'll call that man, Mustapha, as I pass. 

Of course one must have a tailor here, alas ! 

Meanwhile, my dear, make yourself quite chez nous, 
That's quite at home. My French is somewhat new 
Bring in the twins and Morgie. I'll be back 
In half a tick. 

And don't forget the sack. 

The panniers please, the sack is hardly kind 
To planters now, 

I'll bear the fact in mind, 
It is a word that Teas at sixpence make 
The stoutest hearts around us all to quake, 

I'm off to seek some newer quarters, dear, 

This time, your word is in bad taste, I fear, 

Well, never mind, I'll bring him back here soon, 
While you and Cashew can put on a tune. 

(Exit Ally.) 

(Song and Dance by Cashew and Jemima.) 

{Enter : Mustapha.) 
Here comes the tailor. 

He looks blind and old 

I'm none too young, but still my stitches hold, 
For in my finger lies a magic power 
That mends for ever, not for just an hour, 
What'er I sew. I can't myself undo 
The work I've done. 

Well we've some work for you. 

(Enter : Ally Barbar with Cashim in quarters.) 

Here are some pieces, that you've got to mend. 
So work your hardest to repair my friend, 

Turn out the light, for darkness best will suit. 

(Light turned out.) 

(Light turned on.) 
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Cashim. 
Cashew. 
Ally. 

Cashew. 
Cashim. 
Ally. 

Cashim. 



Morg. 

Cashim. 

Morg. 

Ally. 

Morg. 

Ally. 

Jemima. 

Cashim. 



Porter. 
Ally. 
Porter. 
Ally. 



(Cashew is seen walking with head looking 
one way, legs in opposite derections.) 

Whatever's happened? It's too bad, you brute, 

You've spoilt my husbands figure, it's a shame 

I much regret, he'll never be the same, 

For none can out as Mustapha has said 

Or change the suit where he has put the thread. 

Divorce I'll claim. I never could abide 
So weird an object walking by my side, 

You'll soon get used to my appearance, dear. 
I do admit, at present I look queer, 

You very soon will learn to use your feet. 
Meanwhile a dance would give the stalls a treat. 

(Cashim dances.) 

A thousand thanks ! I'll give the man his pay. 

I'd kick and cut him if I had my way, 
But now of course I have not learnt to use 
For going northward southward pointing shoes, 



(Morgiana rushes in) 



We are undone. 

I only wish I were Eyah ! 

A man is lurking near the kitchen area 
Dressed as a porter with some casks of beer. 

Sign the receipt, 

I'm sure there's something queer. 

What ails you Morgie ? Be a brave girl, do. 

Hark to my husband, I'm ashamed of you. 

Well tell the man to bring the beer casks in, 
And we'll reward him with a drop of gin. 

{Enter : Porter with casks.) 

Here is some beer from Murree in some casks. 

Who sent it here ? 

The sage no question asks. 

I'll not demur. There's no demurrage due 
I understand? 
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Porter. 
Ally. 

Porter. 
Morgia. 



Ally. 



Morgia. 



Robbers in 

Cask. 

Morgia. 



Robbers. 



Cashew. 



Morgiana. 



Porter. 
Ally. 



No ! none at all for you. 

No more delay. The beer's of course for me. 
I'm always keen on getting liquor free. 
Come, Morgiana, will you tap the beer ? 

Not till tomorrow please 

(Aside to Ally) 

Again his action's queer 
Get him outside, while I devise a plan 
To test the stuff in each mysterious can. 

Of course I can, 

(To porter) If you will come with me 
I'll sign the way bill, while the wife gets tea. 

(Exeunt : Ally and Porter.) 

Now, let us see the secret of the bonus 

That this shreWd tellow wants to shower upon us. 

(Morgie hits casks in order.) 

Is night come yet ? 

Yes, It's already here 
And now get ready each one for your, bier. 

(Pours cold water) 

The poured cold^vater on your Schemes, I guess. 
Oh murder. Help! what's happened ? we'll confess. 
The roof is leaking. Is the Monsoon through ? 
If so, it's come on sooner than it's due. 

Help me, my lass, to roll them down the ghaut. 
That is a fate with many dangers fraught. 

(Exeunt Cashim and Cashew with caks.) 

(Enter : Ally and Robber Chief.) 

(Aside to Ally.) 

We've solved the. plot. No longer it's a mystery 
And if I stab the villain, well, it's history, 
But as, no doubt, the audience wants him free 
We'll let him live and he shall marry me. 

I'd rather die. 

No! No ! You'll live a martyr. 
I'm sure, dear Morgie, will be quite a tartar. 
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Porter. Io Io (endeavours to bolt.) 

Ally. You don't. We've sent out invitations, 

And planters all have come in from outstations. 
(Reenter : Cashim and Cashew.) 
(Elite)- : Fairies.) 
Your gang is broken. Thanks to you, dears all. 
We'll ask your favour, as the curtains fall, 
(Dance) 

Epilogue or En voir op the A.lly Barbar 
Pantomime. 

(Fairy Queen Enters :) 
Fairy Queen. ]M ow that's the end. The curtain has come down. 
Heroes and villains yield the stage to clown. 
So goes the world. Happy the man, who sees. 
Laughter in life, no crosses in its " ts." 
I hope no hit has pained a spot that's weak, 
Or brought a blush to any lady's cheek. 
The author asks you all his faults to pardon.. 
And on a tyro's effort not be hard on. 
He wishes us success, if won, to claim. 
If we have failed, on him to put the blame. 

(Harlequinade.) 
Now all is done. May wrong succumb to right 
Throughout the world. Dear friends, good night., 
good night ! 

(End of Ally Barbar.) 



This portion should be inserted at beg inning of Scene I. 

Ally Bakbak Pantomime. 

(Enter Ramasamy with key) 
S. I say man, I am thirsty and with this key 

I've got a chance to borrow mastere Whisky 
He's locked the cover, but the pass keys mine 
And I'll be bosky while he's out to dine 
A fine cigar of masters choicest brand 
I'll smoke as well and keep a few in hand 
He'll never spot if I'm content with four 
Now- for the matches and I'll light 
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(Cigar blows up) Oh lor 

I'll have a drink and cool my fevered brow 
Aud not a demon shall prevent me now 

(Opens Tantalus Fairies Sp. G. O. T. and Att-sprite 
step out.) 

Io Samee whatever have I done 
Please little missie it was all in fun 
Don't tell the durei, that I've let you go 
Sp. G.O. T. Avaunt, you scoundrel, to the Realms below; 

But don't forget that when the panto's played, 
We shall want supper on the table laid, 
Turkeys and fowls and puddings and I say 
Dont forget Coffee. Now avaunt away. 

(Exit Ramasamy Right.) 
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A PANTOMIME. 

SYNOPSIS OF THE PLOT.— The Pantomime is chosen by- 
Father Time with the aid of his friends the Gem Fairies of the- 
Batu Caves, not without some trouble, as the Imps of the Caves- 
try to break up the meeting but are quelled quite easily. The 
Story then begins as follows : The White Ants are holding a 
meeting in the Batu Caves and have just hidden two recipes,, 
one for making artificial Rubber, the other for their own 
annihilation, when they are roused to desperation by the arrival 
of the peon of the local Rajah, who reads out a proclamation 
offering a reward of £5,000 and the hand of his favourite 
daughter to any one, who will exterminate White Ants. They 
declare war on all the Rajah's possessions, for which they depart, 
without delay. 

The Grass Widow Twankee, carries on a laundry with the 
questionable help of her son Aladdin, who is always in mischief. 
Her washing is so good and she is so obliging in letting her bills 
stand over till the Quitrents fill the Rajah's Coffers, that she has 
been appointed as Dhoby to the Palace of Mau Minta Wong. 
One day however a neighbour, who has invested in Rubber Shares, 
comes in to chaff her, which annoys the good lady so much that 
she sends in a note to the Rajah declining to give credit any 
longer ; to this the Grand Vizier replies in person and after 
bullying her into acceptance of his I. O. U.s, he agrees to give 
Aladdin a rickshaw licence and also an old rickshaw which has 
been confiscated for travelling without a light. 

This rickshaw Aladdin decorates with buttons cut off the- 
washing and takes round to the Spotted Winner, where there is 
a Hari Besar and he wins the Local Prize, which consists of a. 
fine Oil Lamp, which is a magic one and never goes out. The 
prize is presented by the Princess, with whom Aladdin falls in 
love. His Rival, a magician, who has also exhibited a rickshaw 
pulled by one of his assistants is furious, and, hearing that 
Aladdin is very smart, wants to make use of him in a dangerous 
undertaking. What he has in his mind is the discovery 
of the recipe for exterminating White Ants. This is hidden 
somewhere in the Batu Caves and can only be approached 
by someone who has never had the words DEPOSIT 
PLEASE written in his Club Book. He understands that 
no one is in that position, so he gets Aladdin put up, puts $2.50 to 
his account and then engages Aladdin to pull him to the Batu 
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Caves. He takes a Government Survey Map with him and on 
arrival at the Caves pays him his exact legal fare. This annoys 
Aladdin and he vows to be revenged. Aladdin goes into the Cave, 
while his rival irritates the Fairies of the Cave by writing his 
name up together with that of the Princess all over the 
stalagmites. Aladdin meanwhile finds by the aid of the Rubber 
Ring the recipe for making artificial rubber, as well as that for 
exterminating White Ants. In a spirit of mischief he changes 
the papers in their envelopes and returns and gives the artificial 
rubber one to his rival. Tbey both return to the Spotted Winner, 
where the Rajah holds his court, as the White Ants have 
destroyed all the other buildings in Kuala Lumpur except the 
Club, that being too tough a morsel altogether. Amid a flourish 
of trumpets the Rajah is just about to give his daughter to the 
Impostor, when the Peon reads out the recipe for making artifi- 
cial rubber. As all the Rajahs revenue depends on natural 
rubber, he is furious, and the rival is kicked out. 

Aladdin comes forward and claims the Rajah's daughter and 
the £5,000. She asks for time and he gives her the magic lamp, 
which she is to return to him, if she decides to refuse him. He 
leaves. She decides to accept him. The Rival disguised conies 
round offering new lamps for old; as she is going to accept 
Aladdin she thinks that she does not want the lamp any more, 
and is just going to get a new set of Electric Lightfittings in 
■exchange, when suddenly all the Club lights go out and the 
Manager offers her a fabulous sum for the old light, but she 
decides to keep it and she lights it up; this shows the rival in 
his true light. Aladdin then comes in and there is a grand 
marriage at the Batu Caves. 



SCENE 1. Batu Caves. Outside. 
SCENE 2. Dhoby Lines. 
SCENE 3.' Batu Caves. 

INTERVAL of 15 MINUTES. 

SCENE 4. Club Verandah. Outside. 

SCENE 5. Batu Caves. Outside. 

SCENE 6. Batu Caves. Inside. 

SCENE 7. Club Verandah. 

The other Intervals being so short, the audience are 
kindly requested not to leave their seats. 



CAST. 



Aladdin 

Grand Vizier 

Father Time 

Rajah 

Grass-Widow Twankee 

King Ant 

Indian Magician 

Asst. do do 

Dhoby and Club boy 



Peon 

Queen Ant 

Rani 

Princess 
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Guardian of the Cave 

Attendants to the Rani 
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Fairies 

White-Ant Fairies 
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Boy-Scouts 
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Misses E. Hoffner, J. Hoffner 
J. Smith and P. Smith 
Masters E. Cowan, H. Cowan, > 
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Stewart, Booth and Horsburgh.. 
Masters E. Cowan, C. Cowan, 

C. Brown, H. Brown, Stewart 
and Booth. 

Masters Laing, Hugh, Foenander, 
Mitchell, Kham Lee, Tey Lean 
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PMOLOeiJE. 



Four Fairies 



Ruby 

Sapphire 

Emerald. 

Ruby 

Sapphire 

Topaz. 

Ruby 

Emerlard. 

Topaz. 

Sapphire 
Emerald 
Topaz. 

Four Fairies 



Scene I. 
(Batit Caves.) 

{Enter: 4 Fairies Dancing) 

(viz., Ruby, Sapphire, Emerald, Topaz.) 

Fairies of the Cave are we, 
Each a gem sprite as you see, 
Ruby red and Sapphire blue, ' 
Emerald of an Irish hue, 
Topaz clad in sunrays bright ; 
Where we are we banish night, 
Special powers we each possess 
Over things of evilness. 

She o'er poverty holds sway, 
She drives illnesses away, 
She cures every form of hate, 



Who holds her can conquer fate. . 

Sprites are we, we'll sprightly tread 
Free of fear and timid dread ; 
In a cave so fair and bright 
What can harm a gentle sprite ? 



Enter : 6 Imps. 

Who comes here our dance to spy ? 
Imps of evil yield or die, 
We are present to dispel 
Frowns and troubles from K. L. 



Six Imps. What care we for dainty dances? 

Sordid money grubbing chances, 
A.s the share lists gains reveal, 
Only to our brains appeal, 
You have got a market value 
We shall catch and sell you. 

Enter: Fairy Sunlight. 

Suilf ht Sha11 y0U ? 

When upon your forms I shine, 

Learn to grovel imps malign. 

(Imps flee. Chased by Fairies.) 

Fairy Dear Audience, judge us with no critic's mind, 

Sunlight. We'll strive to please you, so pray be kind ; 

If we're not perfect in our parts to-night 
We hope the prompter soon will set us right ; 
We'll show you good triumphing over ill, 
And hope that here at least it always will 
If chance allusions personal you find, 
We hope you will not deem them too unkind, 
If at the end we've pleased you with our play, 
We hope you'll show it in the usual way. 

(Song and Dance.) 

(F. S. retires) 

Ruby. Good morrow, friends, and every kindly greeting 

To everyone who's present at his meeting. 
(Those absent we of course can only pity ; 
Ours is an entertainment strictly for the witty) 
But how is this ? Our chairman is away ! 
I'll ring him up and call him in, 
(Business with telephone) 

I say 
Nineteen nought nine. One nine nought nine. 
I do like telephones I think they're fine. 
One moment please, this list is old I see, 
Call nineteen one, one, one, nine, one, one for me. 
Are you there ? Hallo. I'm not the dog, oh no, 
I'm Batu Caves, what makes the man so slow? 
Oh, dear, I must not listen, who will tell 
Their loving messages for all K. L. ? 
The telephone's a blabber. Who are you ? 
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dairies Time 



JTour Fairies 

Father 
Topaz. 



My number here is two, two, two, two, two. 

At last, Exchange. What's that? There's no reply. 

I sometimes think this answer's all my eye. 

(Enter: Father Time on aeroplane) 

But here he comes, our dear Old Father Time, 
To help in' choosing our new pantomine, 
Let's mark him smartly, as we've learnt our drill, 
He's been so high, we feared he'd had a spill. 

(All mark time.) 

Excuse me dears, I know I'm late today ; 
We fouled Old Halley's Comet on the way, 
The Aerist, a Greek, went shaky with the cold. 
I sometimes think I liked the days of old, 
When thirty miles on hour was thought a speed 
To test the nerves, but my biplane indeed 
Can do five hundred with a wind that's fair. 
But now to business, shall I take the chair? 
This is a meeting to discuss the play 
That we propose to offer you today, 
But, like some other meetings that you know, 
The verdict was decided months ago. 
All proxies adverse to the play we choose 
We shall, of course, as chairmen can, refuse. 
Amendments vain, we know they cannot win, 
But you like voting, so pray pile them in. 

Cries of ("Votes for women") ("We want votes") 

& ("No no ! ") 

A truce, I pray, to all this noisy hubbub, 
We're not the council of a London Suburb ; 
We have to please the minds of Kuala Lumpur, 
I fear we'll find that something of a stumper. 
And now to business, as the choice is varied, 
I vote we draw the name. 

Right ho ! 

That's carried. 

Now write these names in order on those slips 
Bluebeard, Bopeep, Aladdin and Eclipse. 
Dear me ! I fear that air trip's made me fuddled, 
My tales with racehorse names I've been and 
muddled. 



Euby. 



Perhaps you've reached the end of your resources 
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Emerald. 
Sapphire. 

Father Time 

Topaz. 
Father Time. 

Abracadabra 



Prompter. 

Four Fairies 
Father Time 

Four Fairies 
Father Time 

Aladdin. 
Four Fairies 

Aladdin. 



That may be so, they often lead to losses. 

No matter, Daddy, don't I pray lose heart, 
You may do better with a second start. 

Don't all pick at me. I can rarely win, 
I'm always beaten, but don'tcare a pin, 

I ken a boy that takes a lot of beating. 

Once more, that question's not before the meeting.- 

(Enter : Abracadabra.) 

You dare %o plan without a wicked fairy 
I am a witch who'll make things go contrary 
I'll cast a spell over your brains and hearts, 
You numskulls poor shall all forget your parts, 
(All cower.) 
(Imps dance.) 

(Prompter enters.) 

In vain your plots this audience to sell 
With me to help I think we'll please K. L. 
And all the districts that around it lie, 
We may fail ; but; we'll have a darned good try. 

(Prompter exit with Imps.) 

No need to vote, this season let's be glad in 
And all agree to take your choice, " Aladdin." 

Thanks, fairies all. This meeting's now adjourned,. 
To win success we'll leave no stone unturned. 

We'll clear away and aid with little slaughter 
Ambitious youth to wed the Rajah's daughter. 

Here then is he, whose foes you will defeat, 
And lead as bridegroom to the Rajah's seat. 

(Enter : Aladdin.) 

A thousand thanks and greetings to you all, 

With us to help you need not fear a fall ; 
Welcome, brave youth, take in our dance a share. 

All reference here to falls and shares pray spare. 
I've fled into this cavern to retire 
From daily prices and the broker's wire. 
"Song" 
(Dance.) 
(End of Scene I.) 



Scene II. 



Dhoby Line. 



Aladdin. 



Chorus. 



Widow 
Twankee. 



Fattling. 
Wun Lung. 
Was Hing. 



(Widows Twankee & Fatthing ; Wun Lung & Was 
Hing and Aladdin.) 

Four dhobies are we of Chinese nationality, 
Putting on accent for pure comicality, 
Shure and bedad we have no partiality, 
Oireland or England, Scotland or Wales ; 
Added to which, we've so winning a way, 
Sure you will give us your custom to-day 
And, what is better, advances in pay ; 
We're honest and truthful, not a soul of us stales. 

Here's a health to you all in K. L. 
We wish you good luck and a fortune as well, 
Children and grown ups all present to-night, 
We hope that this panto will give you delight. 

The time has come to ask for larger payment 
For washing by the month a tuan's raiment; 
If we combine, we all know how to strike, 
We ought to get whatever terms we like, 

That plan will suit us dhobies all, I trow sirs, 
Without recourse to maxim guns or mausers 

Our savings then in rubber we'll invest 
A certain product of great interest; 

Both sheet and crepe we often have been tapping I 
While hardly anyone can beat our scrapping 

(Song.) 

We wash for many nations here 

And when we find it pays 

We always lend the tuan's clothes 

To Chinese or Malays 

They like to have a well cut shirt 

Or frock in gay K. L. 

But what the mem or tuan says ; 

I ain't going to tell. 
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Chorus. I ain't a going to tell. ' 

We use a club or stone to beat 
The washing in the streams, 
It saves our soap bill very well, 
Though hard upon the seams, 
And also on the front and cuffs, 
And buttons pearl as well ; 
They say some drapers pay us to. 
I ain't a going to tell 

Chorus. 

I've found a sober Tan.il cook, 

A careful Chinese boy, 

Two servants, who are always keen, 

A pleasure to employ, 

They're living in the F. M. S., 

Yes even in K. L., 

You'd like their names and their address. 

I ain't a going to tell 

Chorus. 

I've seen a sedentary gee, 

That beats the record here, 

It sometimes wants a second start 

To keep its distance clear. 

I've got a ticket on the tote 

And for a place as well, 

I know exactly which it is. 

I ain't a going to tell 

Chorus. 

Wun Lung. I'm very fond of ladies 

Was Hing. I am hoping to propose. 

Wun Lung. To one who's good at cooking 

Was Hing. ^nd a t helping, with the clo's. 

Wun Lung & J' ve g ^ mv eve U p 0n one 
Was Hing. And ghe Uyes here in £_ L 

(two Dhobiesses rush at them) . 

I did not think you'd guess so soon. 

But now I've dared to tell 
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Aladdin. 



Widow 
Twankee. 



Chorus. 



Chorus. 



Chorus. 
G. Vizier. 



W.T. 



Chorus. 

(Four dhobies walk about two and two.) 

(Aladdin enters & upsets washing from line). 

Oh, mummy dear, we have had such a spree on. 
We've just upset the Rajah's new de Dion. 

You naughty boy whatever are you doin ' ? 
You'll bring us all to banishment and ruin; 
The dress that you have tumbled on the floor 
The Princess made me promise her at four. 
I'm in disgrace already for delay 
In sending washing, now they'll cut my pay 
And on this dress I'd built a lot of hope, 
To pay outstanding bills on starch and soap. 

(Song.) 

I owe for soap and I cannot pay. I owe. 

I've ordered starch and it comes to-day, I owe. 

And cash on receipt is the rule out here ; 

I cannot run any more tick I fear. 

I owe, I owe, I owe. 

' Io ! Io ! Io ! 

At the local club my constant shout, Io ! 
Has run my credit completely out Io ! 
I can't get any more bread and cheese 
Until I've remitted " deposit please." 
I owe I owe I owe etc., 

Io! Io! Io! 

{Enter : Vizier and Assistant after ringing). 

I've ordered shares and they've fallen down, Io ! 
I bought at a pound and they're half a crown, Io ! 
I know they are bound to rise again 
But I've asked for an overdraft in vain. 
I owe, I owe, I owe etc., 

Io! Io! I! 

Look here old Twankee, stop your blessed singing 
Did you not hear three times the shop bell ringing? 
I'd like to know what state employee dares 
To talk or sing of rubber stocks and shares. 
I've come to tell you from my august master 
That you must get the washing finished faster. 

I'm very sorry but 
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G. V. You do not mean 

That once again the washing is not clean. 
Three times you've sent the king before a dinner 
The clothes of some one obviously thinner. 
Last time you sent his bajus back ail dirty 
And then he bade you not to make him shirty. 
It will not do ; I got you this position 
And now I cannot get a cent Commission ; 
What's more, he cuts the fines from off my wages 
And collars and cuffs me in the weekly rages, 

Aladdin. Your scanty pay the Rajah always docks, 

Although I know you always give him socks ; 

w - T - I'm out of pocket by the Rajah's custom 

As for his bonds, I own, I do not trust 'em. 

Aladdin. Your safe is full of unpaid I. 0. U's, 

w - T - To give still further credit I refuse, 

G. Vizier. Don't talk such nonsense, it is utter treason. 

You must give credit to the court this season ; 
Aye there's the rub, the rubber's not in bearing, 
In which we shall the profits soon be sharing. 
Our yearly quit rents soon will fill our coffers. 
Till then you must accept our pronote offers. 

W. T. Needs must, I know, I cannot press for cash, 

But I've no soap the Rajah's clothes to wash. 
My soap bill here exceeds the local club one, 1 
Let's hope that wasteful you will never dub one 
Besides, I find, to get a partner strong 
I must possess a little ready wong, 
To add attraction to my homely face 
And gain a husband just to run the place 

(Song) 

I'm not a merry widow, though I always wear a 

smile ; 
I can't get partners at a dance, though waltzing 

suits my style. 
I'm feeling very lonely and I know, if I had wong, 
I should not be a homely widow, moping very long. 
I want a partner for this place to take the washing 

round, 
For I've just lost my donkey, the owner just has 

found, 



•Chorus. 



Chorus. 
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I can't decide if I shall pay and get a little gee 
Or take a husband on instead to act as ass for me. 

Now is any body looking for a partner ? 

Mine's a most progressive place 

For you'll find but few, who won't tear off and steal 

the lace 
I've got a very handy shop. 
If you want to live there in style, 
Don't you forget there's nothing like owning 
A partner who's made a pile 

I've got this laundry business that pays a good 
per cent. 

A bit of lalang land as well, at but a trivial rent, 

There's also a nice rubber tree that's planted in a 
jar, 

In seven years 'twill yield a lot and then, why, 
there you are, 

You soon could form a company to run the bloom- 
ing show, 

I only want you once a week to make the barrow go. 

I don't mind if the applicant is white or brown 
or red, 

I think you understand, I want a substitute for Ned. 

Is any body looking for a partner ? 
If strong he need not be smart 

Poor Ned, the ass, is dead, I want somebody to pull 
the cart 

I'll make him pull the cart along. 
If you want to take on the work 
Don't forget that you'll have to run 
And not round the corner shirk. 



Dhoby 1. If that's the case one thing I wish to say, 

Consider off the offer made to-day. 
To take a donkey's place I do not care, 
Good-bye Twankee, I fear you won't repair, 
If in advance again you chance to mention 
To would be suitors what is your intention. 

(Exit) 

W. T. To my success in every line so far 

My want of tact has always been a bar. 
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Assistant. 

Viz. 
W. T. 

Viz. 



W. T. 



W. T. to 
Aladdin. 



Aladdin. 



Vizier. 



Talking of bars, say, have you got any near 
Where we could get a pint of ginger beer ? 

Peace varlet. Though the thought is not a bad un, 

If you will sign, I'll send across Aladdin. 

Now to return to our respective muttons, 
The Rajah says he's lost some silver buttons, 
He's pretty sure he left them in his coat, 
As well as scissors, and a dollar note 

I much regret you've never, I'll be bound 

Known dhoby give up, what in clothes they've found. 

But as I wish the Rajah's heart to please, 

I will return his scissors and his keys, 

The silver buttons and the note as well, 

I may have seen ; but ain't a going to tell. 

You see, dear boy, it's time you earned some money 
To help your mother, (Aladdin laughs) 

though you think it funny, 
You're twenty two and other youths at your age 
Have learned for decades for themselves to forage. 
The world decadent seems since I was twenty, 
When I had suitors for my hand in plenty. 
Your father's tales of his career as pirate 
Won in my heart of praise a very high rate 
And we were wed. I learnt his crime too late 
He'd crimped the coolies off a friend's estate. 
But, come, decide how you will earn your living, 
Out of my pay I can't be always giving. 
Just look around and from next week prepare 
To find a billet or to feed on air. 
Ability it's true you don't possess 
But other virtues often Kings impress. 

Oh, mother dear, my feelings how you harrow 
Have 1 not often drawn the washing barrow 
And done my best to be to you a credit 
But I'm a failure and my mother's said it. 

Cheer up my lad, don't be a baby, do. 
I've got a plan to make a man of you. 
A rickshaw puller earns a handsome pay 
Eight cents a mile, a dollar by the day, 
While often planters, strangers to the hub, 
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Alandin. 



Vizier to 
Asst. 



Will pay a quarter from the train to Club, 
And even those who in K. L. reside 
Will often pay ten cents per mile to ride, 

Your offer's kind but I cannot afford 
To pay the licence wanted by the board 
The hire of rickshaws takes a lot of shine 
Out of the profits that would else be mine. 

To prove my friendship the new rickshaw get, 
Which we caught lightless, when the sun had set. 
A first class body, rubber tyre.s and new, 
With lamps and hood cover and licence too. 
The licence please with " C " not " S " to spell 
As we have seen it written in K. L. 
And now adieu, but don't forget, you know, 
To-morrow is the Annual Club grand show, 
When decorated rickshaws may compete 
For prizes given by our princess sweet. 
But that reminds me I must rush away 
To make the dinner at the Court to-day, 
I'm very busy. The case is just like this 'ere. 
I'm cook and boy and tukang ayer and vizier, 
And all because they can't afford to pay 
The extra sum of eighty cents a day. 

(Exeunt omnes.) 



Scene III. 
Batu Caves Interior. 

(Enter: White Ants.) 

QueenA. Silence, dear children, I have heard a song, 

To which attend, it won't detain you long. 

(Song) 

Some log meranti must be found 
Left by some cooly on the ground, 
They often leave such logs around, 
Where there's no clever master. 
Beneath the bark we'll work away 
Nor resting night nor resting day, 
So that the queen her eggs may lay, 
Which bring estates disaster. 
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Chorus. Oh, oh! the white ant cure, I'm very sure, is 

premature 
And no estate can it secure from our unstemmed 
advances. 

Oh give me just a peaty soil, 
Where roots lie high, with little toil. 
We'll tunnel through them to despoil 
The juices of the rubber. 
The planter never seems to know 
How to distinguish friend or foe. 
He limes the trees and makes a show, 
On which our clay we slubber. 

Chorus. Oh, oh ! the white ant cure etc. 

We hear a pamphlet is for sale, 

Which makes our cheeks with fear turn pale. 

Whereof the readers never fail 

To spot our mode of working. 

In diagrams marked A. and B. 

Our course you very clearly see 

Approaching box or stump or tree, 

Where we're discovered lurking. 

■Chorus. Oh, oh ! the white ant cure etc., 

! Hevea you're doomed to die, 
Unless the planter's very fly, 
And reads the brochures written by 
The Board of Agriculture. 
And takes them all at once to heart 
And cuts out drains a chain apart 
And makes our little maries smart 
With Arsenic and Sulphur. 

Chorus. Oh, oh ! the white ant cure etc. 

Queen A. Now what's the news of our antique dominion ? 

King A. Well dear, 

Queen A. You don't suppose I asked for your opinion. 

Workers. The planters, when our work they find, 

Call us by names by no means kind. 
If on correctness you insist, 
Ask our head Entomologist ; 
With him the term White Ant must be 
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Peon. 



King A. 



Queen A. 



Peon. 
Queen A. 



Exchanged for Termes gestro-i; 
He spies upon our nest and brood, 
We think him most intensely rude ; 
He drove in stakes of timber sweet 
Which made our greedy heartlets beat, 
Anticipating food galore ; 
They only made our tummies sore 
For all the wood had lain in soak 
In nauseous drugs a "pratty" joke 
To play on such a harmless crew. 

(Enter : Peon.) 

But what is this and who are you ? 

Your antics no w bring to a termination, 
I'm going to read the Rajah's proclamation. 

(Proclamation.) 

Because white ante are plagues and pests, 
Who will eradicate their nests 
From all estates within our bounds, 
We offer him five thousand pounds. 
By drug or trap or germ or bait, 
Whoever will exterminate 
Termes of every shape and hue, 
May wed our lovely daughter too. 

I never heard so wicked a suggestion ; 
I'll get Keir Hardie to discuss the question 
At home in parliament, be leaves them quailing, 
When he denounces his own country's failing. 

Don't worry, darling. I've destroyed each trace 
Of all prescriptions baneful to our race ; 
The antidote to all our tribe you know 
Is hidden well 

Pray tell me where, ma'am ? 
Go. 

Back to your masters, back to the planters pray, 
And let them know that we defy them ; say 
From now.no house nor tree shall we avoid ; 
We'll bring them down before we are destroyed. 

(Dance.) 

End op Scene III. 



Scene IV. 

Club Verandah. 

{.Enter : Magician with conjuror) 

Magician. Are we alone ? Then light the Magic lamp 
And let us make a show, ere we decamp, 
Make clear the writing on this magic roll. 
And let us learn how termites to control. 

st " Behold the secret that the planters crave ; 

The Recipe is hidden in a cave 
Of lime-stone white, where bats and snakes abound, 
And horrid creatures crawl upon the ground. 
To him alone the imps will yield the keys. 
Who never in his book " Deposit please." 
Has forced the hardworked manager to write. 

Mag. If that's the case, we're in a nasty plight; 

I just have got the members list and seen 
That no one has his slate completely clean. 

Assist. May I suggest a method to assist ? 

By getting a new member on the list. 

Mag. Your wit is bright ; in whom can we confide 

To earn for me a fortune and a bride ? 

Assist. Aladdin seems a simple sort of lad, 

Who would do anything if he were bad. 

Mag. A good young man. I like his simple smile. 

I will propose him, for I'm full of guile. , 
He'll never know what makes me now his friend,. 
Though once his rival, soon he'll comprehend. 
I'll make him take me in his rickshaw gay 
And learn the secret on a cooly's pay. 

(Exeunt.) 
{Enter : W. Twankee and G. Vizier.) 
G. V. Most dainty darling. Most delightful, creature 

I love to watch each fascinating feature 
Your charming grace, your winsome little smile, 
Do you know, dearest, that you're just my style ? 

W. T. Oh go away I don't like you a bit. 

G. V Another point I dote on is your wit. 
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W. T. 
G. V. 

"W. T. 



3oy Scout 
Leader. 



Manager. 



You must not flatter. I'm too old you see 
To think that you are really fond of me 

She's wide awake. I wonder how she guessed 
That I knew how with gold she'd lined her nest 
Believe me, dear, my love for you's a craze ; 
I have not had a drop of drink for days 

Well, let us go, if you're in earnest, dear, 
And toast our courtship in a ginger beer. 

(Enter: Boy Scouts) 

Song. 

There's a band that bears a well known name, 

Though it is but a small one here, 

'Tis a link in the corps, that guards the fame 

Of our homeland sweet and dear. 

Of the British lads that play and work 

It's motto as their guide, 

The weakest will ne'er his duty shirk, 

Nor the strongest his foes deride. 

Chorus. 

'Tis a strength of our land can anyone doubt 

That is told in the words, " I'm a true Boy Scout " 

There's a tongue that scorns to tell a lie 

No matter when, or where, 

And to doubt his bond or his word deny 

Is more than the bravest dare. 

He may fail to keep to the narrow track, 

For the power of a boy is weak, 

But we've joined the scouts and will not turn back 

Nor steal nor lie nor sneak. 

Chorus. 

'Tis a tower of strength, can anyone doubt ? 
The plighted word of a young Boy Scout. 

{Enter : Manager.) 

Now boys, your zeal in other ways display, 

The Royal family is due to-day, 

To give out prizes for the local show, 

So to your duties all respective go, 

The Court may now arrive at any minute, 

Each knows his place ; I want to see him in it. 
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(aside) 



Boys. 



Manager to 
G. Vizier. 



G. Vizier. 



Rajah. 



Quick, here they come, the thrones bring forward 

now 
And greet the Rajah with an object bow, 
Now give at once three loud spontaneous cheers ; 
Who fails goes off to Pudu Jail tor years. 

{Enter : Rajah, Rani, Princess and Suite.) 

Hurrah ! Hurrah ! Hurrah. ! Accept we pray 
Our loyal greetings in the usual way 

(Rajah scatters largesse, Manager comes forward) 

Salaams, your highness. May I dare to bring 
A few refreshments for my lord and King 
And also for the queen, his wife ? 

Oh thank you, Yes. 

And don't forget some tea for the princess. 
But silence now. The King desires to say 
A little speech I've made for him to-day. 

Devoted subjects, I've sad news to tell, 

The White Ant Rebels we have failed to quell ; 

In spite of all that scientists are doing 

Our splendid palace is a crumbled ruin 

(Song.) 

Our palace is a terror 

You must come and take a shot. 

With a champion guinea camera to-day. 

It's falling and no error 

Through the termes and dry rot-; 

There's simply been the dickens there to pay. 

Chorus. 

Ours was a happy state, 

But now I've lots of trouble to narrate, 

And all because gestroi 

I have happened to annoy 

And not exterminate. 

They've just gone through my letters 

At a pace I could not touch. 

They've finished sixty minutes in an hour, 

Off the jail birds chewed the fetters, 

I cannot say how much 

A termes that is on the feed devours. 
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Rajah. 



Manager. 



Rajah. 



G. Vizier. 
Rajah. 



Chorus. 

They have nibbled all the gilding 

And have smeared their dirty clay 

All over my gold plated orb and crown ; 

There's not a single building, 

Save the Spotted Dog, they say, 

That has escaped their burrows in the town. 

Chorus. 

It is true the anti-anter, 

Who's the entomologist, 

Informs me that it's not gestroi at all. 

But the architect and planter 

Don't care where it's on the list, 

So long as they can make the beast feel small. 

Chorus. 

It simply seems to revel 

In an atmosphere, that's slain 

All the cats and dogs and beetles in the place ; 

If we only could get level, 

But I fear all hope is vain, 

To exterminate the great termitic race. 

Chorus. 

And, as no other bungalows are free, 

We've come to live here, and I want the key. 

(Manager comes forward with key.) 

Before you can receive the bunch of keys 
You'll have to lodge a small deposit, please, 
But, when, of course, these quarters you vacate, 
The sum from off your rent we will abate. 
Each key a dollar. 

That is pretty high 
At twenty cents such article I'd buy. 
But never mind, such trifles we'll postpone 
To s'me other day. To-day's the Kiddies' own. 
We now command the Vizier here to say 
What is the programme of the sports to-day? 

The first will be, with your august permission, 
The decorated Rickshaws competition. 

A charming choice, I hope a crowd will vie 
To win the favour of my critic's eye. 
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Magician. 

Asst. 

Magician. 
Asst. 



The prize to suit so talented a worker 
Will be a little lump of gutta peroha. 

Aladdin. A rich reward ! 

Ra i ah - I'm glad you all agree, 

Meanwhile just watch me tap a rubber tree 

(Taps tree, latex flows) 

(Enter Magician and Assistant) 

Most noble King. 

Your humble slaves surmise 
Their decorated rick will win the prize. 

Herewith the car. Hey presto. One, two, three. 
Abracadabra ; now a sight you'll see 
(Nothing happens) 

The trick has failed, the fault, I fear, is mine, 
I quite forgot to knot the piece of twine. 
(Assitant rather obviously ties a garland to the 

cover.) 
Again we'll try, if you will but permit 
To get an Ipoh agent out of it. 
Hey presto, see. 

(Garland on hood) 

Rajah. The bloom is rather stale 

I think, if more compete that yours will fail. 

(Enter Aladdin and Widow Twankee bowing,) 

But who come here ? Their homage overpowers ; 
We asked for blooms, but these are simply bowers. 

Aladdin & So please you, majesties, we're simple parties 
Twankee. About our wits and clothes there nothing smart is, 

Aladdin. But, if you'll let my rickshaw gay compete, 

I think you'll find it very hard to beat. 
(Brings in rickshaw decorated with mirrors) 
(To Queen and princess in turn shows mirrors) 
Have you a fairer sight than this one seen. 
Charming Princess and most enchanting Queen ? 



105 



Queen. 

(to Prin) 
Princess. 

(aside) 
Aladnin. 

Princess. 

W. Twan. 
Aladnin. 

W. Twan. 

Aladdin, 
(to Prin) 



Go to, fair youth, you're far too sharp to flatter 
Time was when I would listen — now no matter. 
I like the brightness of your quaint conceit ; 

Do you not think it would be hard to beat? 
But it's for you, you know, to grant the prize ; 

If I am judge, this rickshaw gay outvies 
It's rival, as the brilliant noonday sun 
Conceals the planets that behind it run. 

I would that this fair youth would now compete 
To solve the problem of the Ants' defeat 
And thus secure my hand and cash as well 
To speculate in Linggi and K. L. 

I thank Your Highness for your kind reward, 
I likewise thank my sovereigns, Queen and Lord. 
Permit me now, Your Highness, to retire, 
A lowly cooly, while I ply for hire. 

Tarry a while ; I prythee stay with me 
And have a sandwich and a cup of tea. 

Oh thank you, miss, we'd dearly love to stay 
My son and me and have a dish of tay, 

Excuse me, mother. It will break my heart 
To be so near and yet so far apart. 

You silly noodle, why don't you go in 
For the King's offer ? You've a chance to win. 
Hope is a hero and despair is stupid ; 
Whoever heard of shyness winning Cupid ? 

I do not often, so I'm always told, 
Need to be egged on, as I'm over bold ; 
I thank you, mother, for your kind advice 

To stay to tea with you would be extremely nice 
(Has tea, is very shy, drops cups etc) 

(Princess goes off laughing Aladdin follows.) 

(Aladdin returns.) 

(Sings song " Badroulbadour ".) 

(Exit Aladdin.) 

End of Scene IV. 



Scene V. 

New Scene Batu Caves Exterior.) 

{Enter: Aladdin pulling rickshaw with magician) 

Aladdin. A_t last we've reached your distant destination. 

I'd like my wages for the transportation, 
The journey's long, the weather's hot, I know, 
My fare's a dollar. 

Mag. No, you're far too slow. 

I've got a map and general orders here, 
And find your charges are extremely dear. 
Eight cents a mile is all that I will pay ; 
That's sixty cents, but you have got to stay 
And, while for me I wish you here to wait, ' 

Ten cents an hour I find's the legal rate. 

Aladdin. I hope on this some friends some words will say, 

When next the Federal Council has its day. 
And that it won't be put upon the shelf. 
But would you like a job so hard yourself? 
I willingly will give you back your pay, 
If you will pull the rickshaw all the way. 

Mag. Your words are saucy you misguided scamp, 

Attend to me and do not drop this lamp. 
Within the cave, that gapes so grim in there, 
I dropped some letters from a lady fair, 
I would not lose them for a mine of gold 
I must not enter, as I've got a cold. 
The doctor says the cave is damp and draughty- 

(aside.) j think I'm very cute and crafty, 

Advance at once and when you have returned 
I'll let you have the money that you've earned, 
If you will give the packet that you find 
Inside the cave ; but light the lamp and mind 
The bogies, bats and other monsters ill, 
That all will try the lamp to make you spill. 
Hold tight- to that and do not try to turn 
The wick up more, or both your hands you'll burn. 
Be quick, my, boy the hour is getting late 
And none shall say that I procrastinate. 

(Exit Aladdin.) 
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When he returns, the lamp I will regain 
And then his hopes of revelry are vain. 
Meanwhile upon this rock I'll write my name 
That all may read when I have gathered fame. 
My name and hers, writ in a heart, unite 
To add attraction to this Stalagmite. 

{Enter : Fairy of Caves.) 

F. of C. Avaunt you Philistine, you Hun, you Vandal. 

This desecration is a growing scandal, 
To thwart your plots, I'll let Aladdin learn 
What happens, when he tries the wick to turn, 
How to his aid the potent slave will rise 
And help from you to snatch your hoped for prize. 

(Runs out. Magn. follows) 

End of Scene V. 



Scene VI. 
Batu Caves Interior. 

Dance of Imps. 

{Enter : Aladdin.) 

Aladdin. This light is getting dimmer every minute. 

I wonder if there's any spirit in it. 
I fear with the enchanted thing to tamper. 
Though I'm a scamp, I do not want to scamper. 
(Wanders about cave followed by imps in half dark) 

{Enter : Fairy of Cave.) 

Aladdin. What now ? What news ? . 

F. of C. The news is simply splendid. 

You've got the lamp ; the wizard's power is ended. 
The lamp is wicked, the wizard's heart is wicked ; 
Don't drop the lamp, you silly little thickhead, 
Just turn it, up. A slave will then appear, 
The bright Electra. Such a little dear. 
She soon will show the object of your quest 
And other treasures by the ants possessed. 

(Exit Fairy of Caves) 

(Aladdin turns up light, Electra enters.) 
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Elect. 
Aladdin. 



Elect. 



Aladdin. 
Elect. 



Aladdin. 
Magician. 



Your humble slave, behold me at your feet 

Nay ! do not kneel, my darling, I entreat. 
If I may venture to express my wil), 
I'd find the cure for White Ants working ill, 
And find some letters that a wizard's lost, 
Which some fair lady gave to him to post. 

He's hardie so to tamper with the truth, 
But I shall aid your plans, my goodly youth ; 
I'll lead the way to where you'll quickly take 
A cure for termes and a way to make 
Synthetic Kubber at a cent a pound, 
As good as any that's at present found. 
Beware the lamp. In that you hold the sway 
Over the wizard, whom I long to slay : 
Beware his creatures which would gladly gain 
The magic object, if your care is vain. 

(Electra takes Alladin to stalagmfte which opens. 
Aladdin extracts 2 envelopes marked "White 
Ant Cure " and " Synthetic Rubber Recipe.") 

Hurrah ! At last my search is at an end. 

It may be so, but not your peril, friend, 
To dupe the Wizard, change the scrip inside 
And thus you'll win the princess as your bride. 
(Aladdin changes contents of envelopes.) 
Now whe^n you hand the letter through the gate 
Put out some wood to save a broken pate, 
Farewell, sweet lad, and if you want my aid, 
Just rub the lamp and never be afraid. 

(Exit Electra.) 

What ho ! Magician, here's the note you need 
(through gate) My dear Aladdin, this is fun indeed. 
And now, lest you your sneaking tale should spread, 
I'll give you just a tap upon the head. 

(Block of wood put out is broken) 

Fool that I am, I quite forgot the lamp ; 
But now I must without that aid decamp, 



(Exit.) 



End of Scene VI. 



Scene VII. 

(Club Verandah.) 

(King, Queen and Princess discovered seated, 
suite in attendance.) 

{Enter : Magician and Asst.) 

Mag. Your Royal Highness, may an alien pray 

Your kind attention, while some words he'll say 
Of grave importance to the crown and state ? 

King. Say on and briefly all your news narrate. 

Mag. By magic powers I've dipped in eastern lore 

And hope at last your kingdom to restore 
From the invasion of the Termites bold ; 
Thereby to win your daughter's hand and gold. 
I've found the recipe and now must ask 
The promised guerdon of the useful task. 

King. A thousand thanks. 

{to Manager) the wedding feast prepare 

{to Vizier) Open the safe and bring the cash that's 
there 

Viz - Here's fifty cents and twenty stamps. 

Kin s- . I'll pay 

The balance of the sum some other day 

Eng tC> M- ^ e breathe again, we trust the cure works well 
ag ' Is it by spray or trap or germ or spell ? 

Mag. I do not know, I have not read the screed 

King. Then give to me the documents to read 

We'll take a patent out. The world will pay 
A fortune down to drive white ants away. 

{takes documents) 

What's this ? You've dared impose upon us all. 
This is no cure to hold white ants in thrall, . 

This is a treatise on the ways to make 
Synthetic rubber and my bank to break 

You'd doubtless like to crib the wretched swindle 
And make a fortune, while my quit rents dwindle. 
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Prin. 



Aladdin. 
Prin. 

Queen. 

Princess. 
Aladdin. 
Mag. 



King. 

Prin. 
King. 



One simple way to make a rubber well 

Alone we'll give out for this smart K. L. 

Sit down at bridge and play two games and win 

That makes a rubber that there's money in. 

But now, my guards, forward and seize and hail 

This witty joker to the local jail. 

We will not have our leg majestic pulled, 

Our hopes derided and our council fooled. 

Before he's banished from the F.M.S. 

I want a simple answer "No" or "Yes." 

Where is Aladdin, whom he hired to cart 

This wizard to the caves ? T'will break my heart 

If aught of ill has happened to the lad. 

(Aladdin enters) 

Here, sweet princess. 

I must not say how glad 
I am ; he'll think me overbold I know ; 
But I'm delighted. 

Well then, tell him so 
I'll help you through. The lad's above his station 
And worthy of a regal salutation. 

I would he'd found the recipe and won 
My heart and hand. 

{overhearing) That's just what I have done. 
The Antidote is in this tube confined. 

Confound the lad, why were my eyes so blind ? 
I must at once from this gay court decamp 
And mend my -wicked fortunes with the lamp ; 
Can I but sneak the potent spell away, 
For his pert pranks I'd make the pauper pay, 

(bolts) 

What ho! my guards your heads I'll forfeit sure, 
Unless you catch again this bolted doer 
Of deeds disgraceful. 

Pardon him, I pray, 
Let all be joyful on this happy day. 

If the cure prove a perfect one I'll grant 
His liberation. Now, my guards, avaunt. 



Ill 



Aladdin. 

King. 

Aladdin. 

Prin. 

Aladdin. 
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Vizier. 

Princess. 



Magician. 
Princess. 



Your Highness, if you really wish to try it, 
I think you should experiment in quiet. 
If, as I hope and trust, it does not fail 
You'd make a handsome profit from the sale. 

A grand suggestion. 

(exit with Flask) 

My dear Princess, I know 
The cure is sure. Is your acceptance so ? 

If you succeed, my answer must be Yes. 
My father's orders I may not transgress. 

Fair maiden, think not I would force your hand. 
I'll go forever to a distant strand, 
And leave with you the lamp for you to use, 
If my fond love you're anxious to refuse. 

(Aladdin bolts) 

I did but test him, go, my maids, and call 
Aladdin back. 

You must not look so small 
He'll soon return. 

I hear a hawker's cry 
Shall I see if he's aught we want to buy ? 
Go down. (exit maid) (Maid ruturns.) 

He says new lamps for old he'll change. 
A handsome offer. 

To me its rather s„trange 

Call him up here and let us see his store. 
Aladdin's lamp I now shall need no more. 

(Enter : Magician disguised^ 

Fair maid, from realms far distant did I roam 
To see your face. 

Well, now you'd best go home, 
I am engaged to some one else and he 
Would not be glad to hear you flattering me 
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Aladdin. 



Faithful as fair, sweet maid, I will not tarry 

As you've decidea some one els-e to marry, 

Before I go, may I my lamps display 

Which are far famed as changing night to day ?' 

A lovely set of table lamps are here, 

Some billiard lamps you would not find too dear 

To change for that old fashioned brass affair 

That needs retrimming with perpetual care 

This light electric needs no work at all 

To keep on burning, when the night shades fall. 

(Electric light all goes out) 

Your boasted new lamps you can take away ; 
Just watch me light the old one. Oh ! I say ! 

(Electro, enters) 

You little dreamt how nearly you were caught. 
Gaze on this wretch. 

(To Magician) Your plots have come to naught 
Call in Aladdin 

(King returns) 

The recipe is grand 
The clever boy has gained your regal hand. 

My heart as well. 

The wizard for his crime 
Shall wed Old Twankee; won't he have a time? 

{Enter: Aladdin) 

My sweet princess, forgive a truant scamp. 
On the White Ants just cast the magic lamp. 

SONG AND GRAND CHORUS. 
FINALE. 



END OF ALADDIN PANTOMIME. 



ALPHABETICAL INDEX OF FIRST FEW 
WOMBS OF SONGS. 



Pages. 



An act without a penalty 

Attend fair Muse 

A tropic isle 

At an elevated spot 

A'canna sing 

Above the fevers 

Badroulbadour 
Bill the Bully 
Billy the Bully 
By dint of deceit 

First you take 
Fairies of the cave (first version) 
Fairies of the cave (second version) 
Four dhobies are we 



Here a sheer wreck 

I had some little seedlings 

I change my metre 

I owe for beef 

In the days B. C. 

Intha thurei 

I owe for soap 

I'm not a merry widow 

Let those who would 
Little Miss Ida 
Lord Citronus 

My language once 
Maiden with cheek so pale 
My name is not 



4 

9 

11 

23 

27 
28 

3 

5 
6 

7 

5 
21 
87 
91 

22 

3 

11 
19 

22 
37 
93 
94 

1 

3 

13 

12 

17 
18 



11 



Oh ! make some tea 
Our palace is a terror 

Sing a song of Rickshaws 
Supposing that the comet 
Sing a song of moonlight 
Some log meranti 

The date pad marks 

The ship's a ship 

Talk about a Club 

There are persons pale 

Tell me not in lengthy letter 

This hovel is a Dhoby's line 

There's many a vessel 

The wolf jumped up 

Tick is the note 

There's a band 

Won't you come to London 

We are fond of a dance 

We are the ladies of the Court ... 

We are the husbands of these dames 

We wash for many 
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